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This is the last produced of four plays by different 
authors upon the same subjea:. For those previous to 
the present, it is enough to stile them bad translations 
» of a bad original—- they are all from Sem£Ga. 

Mr. Gloves, however has taken a scope less ser* 
▼ile and better suited to his powers) for chough he ha& 
kept Seneca constantly in his eye, yet his poem bears 
very frequent marks of originality and skiU« 

It does not in truth appear designed for the stage 
under our present modes of thinking, retaining so 
much of the declamatoiy sentiment and the unma- 
nagable chorus of Sek scA.-^We do not recollect itt 
performance more than for the benefits of an Ac TR tt • 
of great merit— the late Mrs. Yates. 

In the closet it will give pleasure to such as are fond 
of the AnCiBHT DaAMA; a Greek sufojeft in th« 
dress of a Roman poet, modernized a Uttie by an £a-* 
gUsh writer of considerable merit. 
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PROLOGUE. 



j^HOUGH wild our tkeme^ the grave kistortan's page 

Hath sanSijyd the taU through tv*ry age* 

Who hath not heard of Argo sent from Greece^ 

Of JoiofCi labours for the golden fleece^ 

And fond Medea^s tll-tequited aid 

To that false hero, who his vows betrayed 9 

In eo*ry clime^ where learned Muses reign^ 

7%e stage hath hnown Medea*s mournfiU straw } 

Hathgiv'n the flying car, and magic rod. 

To her, Jh* avowed descendant of a god* 

The storms of trouble^ which offiiB the great, 
Teack private life to prize its tranquil state. 
That truth the moral of our fable shows 
Too well in scenes of unexampled woes. 
Which here will ravage an exalted breast. 
Of merit conscious, and with shame opprest; 
Where love and fury, grief and madness joined, 
O'ertum the struBure of a godlike mind. 
Pow'r, wisdom, science, and her birth dimne. 
In vain to shield her from distress combine : 
Nor wisdom, pow'r, nor science yield relief; 
Her potent wand can vanquish allp but grief* 



PROLOGUE. 



In vain her winged chariot sweeps the air, J 
7i shun thai mightier sorceress, despair* 

Tie charaBers and passions htnte txpmt 
Are all submitted to the feeling breast ; 
Let ancient story jusHJy the rest. 
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£)ramati0 JPi^rfonae* 



DRURY^LANK. 

jASONy --.-.- Mr. Smith. 

iCsoNy ....... Mr. Palmer. 

CRZON9 - ..... Mr. Bensley. 

LrcANDBity ...... Mr. Farren. 

First Colchian, - - - . . Mr. Packer. 
First Connttuanf ..... Mr. GrlAtbt^ 



Media, ...... Mrs. Yates. 

Theano, ... ... Mrs.Hopkini. 

Hecate* - ..... Mr. Bransby. 

First Phaaclan. 

Colchlans, Phsaclansy Thessalians, «»</ Corinthians. 

Scene in the citadel 0/* Corinth> between a grove sacred ttt 

Juno> and the royal palace f with a distant prospeS of the sea* 
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ACTL SCENE I. 

wBSiSSSSSSSSm iiii' ii mlmS, 

Ltcandeh seeing Theamo admncingfrom the Temple 
of Jwo* 

Lycander, 
That form divine, by all rever'd and IoyM, 
Moves from the temple. On her pensive brow- 
Sits holy care with gentleness and grace, 
Whose placid beams humanity reveal. 
She stops contemplating the sea# Theano — 
Why with that musing aspedl tow'rd the main 
Stand'st thou regardless of thy brother's voice } 

Thea^ Imperial Juno in an awful vision. 
This morn presented to my wondring sight 
The shapes of strangers by distress pursu'd ; 
Whom to the refuge of this holy place 
I must receive obedient to her charge : 
And lo I a vessel turns her hast*ning prow 
To Corinth's harbour. 
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Lyc, Ten well measur'd strokes 
Of her swift oars will readi the shore beldw : 
But hear my errand. Creon knows, thy altar 
Unclad with garlands still prockims thy firmness 
Against his daughter's marriage^ tbep prepare 
Thy hallow'd eye to meet his threat'ning brow ; 
Fence thy chaste flfar against his impiOus vaunts. 
Which urge th* esofiipte ef Almighty }wrt 
For his own thirst of empire. 

7%ea, Say to CreoH, 
Kings should aspire to imitate the gods, 
Not in their pow'r, but goodness j human virtues 
More nigh to Hcav'n's perfection may be rais'd, 
Than human grandeuf : Jove derides the toil 
Of mortal pow'r, but smiles on righteous deeds. 

Lye, Thus would I speak, Theano, could my wordt 
And thoughts be tunM in harnu>ny like thine; 
But danger breaks that union in a palace. 
And strains the tongue to discord with the heart : 
Then pacify thy goddess, when the king 
Exafts ray service, if discretion wears 
A mask of duty ; kindly thou impute 
Blame to my station, and absolve Lycander. 

But look ; yon vessel hath discharged its train. 
Who climb the hill with aged steps and slow. 

Nay, turn thy eyes ; a second troop of strangers 
March through the city. Sable is their garb. 
Their mien dc^'edled. This demands my care. 
Farewell. [Exit* 
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Enter Colchians. 
Tlkea, What forms are these ? A 11 -potent goddess ! 
I feel thee now j my vision is accompH^h'd. 

1 Cole, O thou, who seem' St the guardian of these 
shades, ' 
Which from the isthmus shew their tow'ring growth. 
The sailor's guide through Corinth's double main j 
Permit an humble stranger to enquire. 
What pow*r is worshipped here, 

Thea. The very garb ! 
The figures painted in my recent vision t lAtide^ 

■ Thy feet, O stranger, stand on sacred eartli. 
These shades enclose the venerable fane 
Erefled there to hymeneal Juno, 
Whose presence guards the citadel of Corinth. 

1 Cfflc, Then let us lift our suppliant voice unblam'<i» 
That in the refuge of this hallow'd grove 
Our exil'd feet may rest. 

Tkea* Your suit is granted. 
So wills the pow'r inhabiting that temple. 
And say, ye favour'd of connubial Juno, 
What are your names and country I 

1 Cole. From the banks 
Of distant Phasis, and the Euxin wave, 
Ix>st to our native mansions, are we come, 
Ill-guided Colchians, to the walls of Corinth* 
On king Metes* daughter we attend. 
That boast of Asia, to the sun ally'd. 
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To Hecat^ and Circ^, more illustrious 
In her own virtues, for her wisdom known 
Through every clime, the alUendow'd Medea* 

Thea. Where is your princess ? 

1 Cdc. In that anchor'd bark» 
Which to your haven from lolcos sail'd ; 
Where, on his specious embaasy to Creooi 
Her husband left her on a lonely pillow* 
At length, impatient of his tedious absence. 
She and her sons have brav*d th' unsparing deep. 

Thea. Yet more unsparing, than the deep, is man^ 
So will this daughter of affliflion find. 
When her sad feet are planted on this shore. 

1 Cole, How swift are evil tidings! While ourk^el 
But lightly touch'd that well- frequented strand. 
We heard, th* ungrateful Jason would divorce her. 
This day, to wed the daughter of your monarch. 

Thea, If Heav'n prevent not. Through the solemn 
shade 
Dire6l thy view. That high raiiM altar note 
Close by the fountain. Thither lead your princess. 
This is a refuge, which no regal pride 
High-swoll'n with pow'r,*nor multitude inflam*d 
By madding discord, nor invader's rapine 
Have e'er profaned. Return. Yon palace opens. 
No friend of yours approaches, it is Creon. 
Thou too be present, goddess, and illumine 
The earth-born darkness of thy servant's mind. 

[Ejuttnt Ctfkhians. 
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Enkr Creon. 

Crem. Why do they p»int Medca*6 woes to mc ? 
A king should lift his steady front on high, 
And, while he gazes on the radiant throne, 
Where brijght ambition sits amid the stars. 
The hopes, the fears, the miseries of others 
Pass by unheeded in his contemplation. 

Art thou come £orth mrith those iU'*omea*d looks 
To blast the public festival i 

Thea. Howl, howl. 
Deluded city j banish from thy dwellings 
The genial banquet ; fiU thy streets with mourners 
To celebrate in notes of lamentation 
A nuptial day offiensive to the gods. 

Creon. Think'st thoa, thy priestly office can avail 
To counteraf^ the high designe of kings } 
Go, and wkh bridal chaplett deck thy altar. 
Lest thou provoke me to confound thy pride 
Elate with wreaths of sanfUcy in vain. 

Thea, Not that the holy filkt hinds my tcm|^, 
Not, that before the altar I present 
The public vi6Hm, or a nation's vowa 
By me are usher'd to th* eternal thrones. 
Misjudging monarch, is my heart elate j 
It is, that virtue owns me for her servant. 
Benevolence and pity guide my will, 
Beneficence and charity my deeds, 
i^v'n now, though deem'd importunate and proud, 
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My soul bows down in heaviness for Creon, 
And at his danger sighs in mournful warnings. 

Creon. Repeat thy warnings to the coward's car. 
My danger ? 

Thea, From that goddess, who inspired 
The Colchian princess to desert her father. 
To aid the Grecian heroes, and restore 
Our lost possession of the golden fleece. 
The voice of loud complaint from yonder beach 
Already strikes her car. Medea—— 

Creon, Hal 
What of Medea ? 

nea. Is arriv'd in Corinth. 

Creon. Arriv'd! 

Tiea, She and her children, to reclaim 
A husband and a father in that prince 
Whom thou hast destin'd to Creusa's bed. 

Creon. Thou, who obtain'st infinity of powVi 
Lord of Olympus, king of gods and men. 
Dost thou regard thy sceptred sons below i 
Say, shall a female hand overturn the basis. 
Which I am founding to enlarge my sway i 
If so, resume the diadem I wear; 
Its scanty circle I reject with scorn. 

Thea, Ye winds, disperse impieties like these; 
Nor let their sound profane the heavenly threshold* 

Creon. Hence to thy temple. 

Tiea, Thou dcfy'st not me. 
But her, whose awful presence fills that temple. 
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Imperfect vi£tims,inauspicious ofPringSy 
And sounds portentous have forboded long 
Her high displeasure. Her apparent form 
Stood near my pillow at the op'ning dawn, 
And stri6lly charg'd me to receive this stranger. 
Think too, what lofty science arras Medea 
With more than nature's force. 

Creon, I think it false, 
And all the fabled wonders of her charms. 
Thy legends too of inauspicious offerings. 
Imperfect victims, and portentous sounds, 
What priests may publish, and a king despise. 
Hence to the temple. 
Thia. Farewell, rash prince. My duty is discharged. 
Creon. Stay. Dost thou mean to give this Colchian 

refuge ? 
Thea, Can I dispute a deity's injun6lion? 
Creon. Go, dream again ; procure some wiser vision. 
Which may instruct thee to avoid my wrath. 

[Exit Theano. 

Enter Lycandsr. 
Creon. Where hast thou loiter*d to conceal th* ar- 
rival 
Of this accurst enchantress, and the purpose 
Of thy rebellious sister to prote6t her } 

Lye, My lord, these tidings are to me unknown } 
But further news of high import 1 bear, 
lolchian ^son, Jason's royal sire, 
Advancing now, anticipates this notice. 
fi 
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Enur JE^Q^f with Thessaliaas in mourning. 

Creon. Thrice haiil my double brother. Do t 
owe 
Thy timely presence to our ancient friendfifoip. 
Or to th' alarm, Medea's flight might raise. 
Who scarce precedes thy fortunate appearance i 

My sudden joy o*erlook'd that dusky robe. 

jEs. It suits my fortune. Heavy wkh afflidUoa^ 
My weary feet are banished from loloos. 
How my fell brother, Pelias, that usurper 
Of my paternal sway, was foiPd and slain. 
Thou know'st. His son retreated into Thrace ; 
Whence he hath pour*d a savage host of ruffian^ 
With unexpected inroad, and so rapid, 
That instant flight alone preserved thy friend. 
Thy suppliaot now for aid. 

Crteru Dismiss thy cares. 
Soon shall thy warlike son display his banners. 
Extend ray frontier, and recover thine. 
More of thy fortunes shalt thou tell hereafter ; 
But give to gladness this sele^ed day 
Of Jason's nuptials. 

j£s. Nobly thou reliev'st 
A king's distress. Now satisfy the parent. 
Lead me to Jason. 

Crew. Follow to my palace. 

Lye. He is not there* 

Creott. What say'st thou * 

Lyc» On the sands 
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Alone wkh melancholy pace he treads. 
As I btit now descry'd him from thU rock. 
j£^. With melancholy pace ? 
Cram, His promise binds him 
This very morning to espotrse Creiba« 

jEs. Perhaps with fresh calamity o'erwom, 
I doubt too much ; yet hear me» 

CreoH. Thy appearance 
Removes all doubts. Lycander, find the prince* 
Say, who is come to celebrate his miptials. 
. jEs, [TJ Lycandcr.] Is he a stranger to Mcdca*« 

landing } 
' Lye, I trust he is. 

jEs, They must not meet. 
Creon. Lycander, 
See, thou pretent it. Send Theano to us 5 
And let her bring obedience : eise her fault 
Shall on thy head be punishM.' [Exit Lye. 

jEs. Should my son 
Once see Medea I 

Cum, Can her looks annul 
A league like ours ? 

i£j. Alas 1 thou little know*st her. 
Her eyes surpasses that refulgent star, 
Which first adorns the evening; and her talents 
Exceed her beauty. " Like the forked thunder 
♦* She wields resistless arguments ; her words 
" With more than lightning's subtlety are wing'd." 
Creon» Why art tliou startled ? 
i€f. She is there — ascending j 
Bij 
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My sight, acquainted with her haughty steps. 
Shrinks, ere they touch the summit of this hilh , 

Creon, Which is the far-famM sorceress of Colchis ^ 
j£s. Too well distinguish 'd by her stately port. 
And elevation o'er that weeping train. 
She tow'rs a genuine offspring of the gods. 
Rage on her brow, and anguish in her eye, 
Denounce the growing tempest of her mind* 

Crcon. Now, god of waters, since thy partial hand 
Thrusts this barbarian outcast on my shores. 
Back to thy floods the fugitive I spurn. 

Ms, What means my royal friend ? Retire. Avoid 
This formidable woman, who may wound 
Our dignity. I know her soaring mind» 
Which, all enlighten'd with sublimest knowledge, 
Disdains the state and majesty of kings, 
Nor ranks with less than deity itself* 

Creon. Curse on her beauty, and majestic mien I 
But let the rumour of her pow'r be true ; 
The Sun, her boasted ancestor, may arm 
Her hand with fire j let Hecate and Circe, 
The goddesses of spells, and black enchantments, 
Attend her steps, and clothe her feet in terror : 
We have our fiends; the sorceress shall find, 
That grief, despair, distraction wait our nod, 
To wring her heart through all her magic guards. 

[Exeunt* 
Enter Medea, her two Children^ Colchians and 

Phseacians. 
Med. No more, I charge you. Noble nunds, op- 
pressed 
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By injuries^ disdain the sound of coiiiforC. 

Ye fiends and furies, wont to leave your flames 
At my command, and tremble at my charms. 
Now, now ascend, and aid M€dea*s rage. 
Give me the voice of thunder to resound 
My indignation o'er the earth and hetv'ns 3 
That i, who draw my lineage from the San^ 
Am fali'n below the basest lot of slaves : 
That anguish, want, despair, contempt and shame. 
Are heap*d together by the hands of fate^ 
Whelm*d in one mass of ruin on my head^ 
And dash my struggling virtue to the ground • 

1 Cole. Why to our faithful counsels art thou deaf ( 

Med, Canst thou by counsel waft my exil'd feet 
To my lost parents, ray forsaken friends. 
And native palace ? — Oh 1 I gave him all j 
To him my virgin bosom I resign'd. 
For him the regal mansion of my father. 
The lov'd companions of my youth deserted ; 
From foul defeat^ from shame, from death I sav'd 

hira: . ^ 

What more could woman ?— Yet he weds anotfaen 
Me he abandons^ and these helpless infants. 
Forlorn, unshelter'd in a foreign dime. 
To ev'ry outrage, evVy want expos'd. 

" Blast his perfidious head, viiuiidtive lightnings I 
" Unhappy woman I Canst thou, in the height 
• " Of thy despair, thy rage and indignation, 
** Canst thou pursue hkn with a heavier curse, 
" Than to be plung'd in woes, which equal thine)'' 
Biij 
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2 Cole, Though stung with just resentment, due 
regard 

Pay to my age, fidelity and service. 

A long and painful traverse from lolcos 

Ha8t thou endur'd, nor since thy landing here, 

The needful succour known of rest, or food. 
Med, Talk not to me of nourishment and rest. 

Food to these lips, and slumber to these eyes, 

Must ever now be strangers. 
1 Cole, By the beams 

Of thy forefather, never will I see 

Thy wisdoni bound in vassalage to passion. 

Once more I warn thee, princess, to thy refuge. 

This is the consecrated bow'r of Juno. 

Thou underneath the hospitable shade 

Sit suppliant down. 

Med, Improvident Medea! 
To raise another from destniclion's depths, 
To wealth, to glory raise him, yet thyself 
Leave destitute and suppliant 1 Oh ! what art thou, 
Whom blinded men unerring wisdom call ? 
Thou couldst not pierce the thin, the airy veil. 
Which from my eyes conceal'd the paths of danger ; 
Nor canst thou now repel th* increasing storm 
Of rapid anguish, which o'ertiirns my peace : 
Down to the endless gloom of dreary night ; 
Hence, let me drive thee from my inmost soul. 
That nothing calm may hover nigh my heart 
To cool its pain, and save me from distraftion. [Exit, 
** A Cole, Come on^ ye soft companions in affli6lioni 
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** Melodious daughters of Phaeacia's isle ; 
•* In strains alternated kt us chant our grief: 
«* Perhaps our mistress we may charm to rest. 

«* A PhcuL, O music, sweet artificer of pleasure, 
«« Why is thy science exercis'd alone 
*< In festivals, on hymeneal days, 
<< And in the full assemblies of the happy ? 
«« Ah I how much rather should we court thy skill 
*< In sorrow's gloomy season, to diffuse 
** Thy smooth allurements through the languid ear 
<' Of self-devour'd affli6tion, and delude 
♦* The wretched from their sadness, 

" A Cole. Let us melt 
** In tuneful accents flowing to our woes ; 
" That so Medea may at least refleft, 
*' She is not singly wretched. Let her hear 
** Our elegies, whose mcasiir*d moan records 
" Our friends forsaken, and our country lost } 
** That she no longer to her sole distress 
" Her deep-revolving spirit may confine, 
** But by our sorrows may relieve her own. 

" First part of the music, [Iambic^. 

" A Cole, Ye stately battlements and tow'rs, 
" Imperial Corinth's proud defence ; 
** Thou citadel, whose dewy top 
*' The clouds in fleecy mantles fold, 
** Projedling o'er the briny foam 
" An awful shadow, where the might 
•* Of Neptune urges either shore, 
** And this contra^ed isthmus forms : 



to MBDBil. A3L 

« Ah I why your glories to admTre 
« Do we repining Colchians standi 
« 111' fated strangers I on the banks 
«« Of silver- watered Phasis bom. 

*« A Phcta, Pride of art, majestic columns^ 
«< Which beneath the sacred weight 
« Of that god's refulgent mansion 

" Lift your flow'r-iriscnlptor'd heads; 
« Oh! ye marble channell'd fountains^ 

«< Which the swarming city cool, 
•* And, as art direfls your murmurs^ 

" Warble your obedient rills : 
** You our eyes obscur'd by sorrow 

** View unconscious of your grace, 
** Mourning still our lost Phaeacia, 

<* Long-remember'd native isle. 

" {lambks. 

<* A Pkaa, O that on fam'd Peneus* banks 
<* The nymphs of Pelion had bemoan*d 
** Their shady haunts to ashes turn'd 
<* By Heaven's red anger I hateful pines, 
<• Which form'd thy well -compacted sid^s, 
" O Argo, fatal to our peace. 
<• Thou never then through Adria's ware 
" Hadst reach'd Phaeacia's blissful sliore, 
** Nor good Alcinous the hand 
«» Of Jason 'with Medea joined, 
•« Nor sent us weeping from our homes, 
*• Her luckless train, to share her grief. 
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^* Second Part, [Trockaics, 

<* A Phtta^ Known recesses, where the echoes 

** Through the hollow -winding vale, 
. ** And the hill's retentive caverns 

*• Tun'd their voices from our songs; 
•• Shade-encircled, verdant levels, 
«* Where the downy turf might charm 
. <« Weary feet to joyous dances 

<* Mix 'd< with madrigals and pipes : 
** O ye unforgotten pleasures, 

" Pleasures of our tender youth, 
** You we never shall reyisit, 
lU-exchangM for scenes of wo. 
*• A Cole, From the polish'd realms of Greece, 
Where the arts and muses reign, 
<* Truth and justice are expelPd, 
•* Here from palaces and tow'rs 
<* Snowy. vested faith is fled ; 
*• While beneath the shining roofs 
** Falsehood stalks in golden robes. 
** Dreary Caucasus I again 
*' Take us to thy frozen breast | 
** Let us shiver on thy ridge> 
** Ever-during pile of ice 
** GatherM from the birth of timet 

** A Piaa. Cheering breeze with sportive pinion 
** Gliding o'er the crisped main, 
<* With pur tresses thou shalt wanton . 

** On our native sands no more. 
** Fountains, whose melodious waters, 
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•' Cooling our Phaeacian grotS| 
" Oft our eyes to sweetest slumber 

«« With their lulling falls beguird; 
«* We have chang'd your soothing warble 

** For the doleful moan of wo, 
** And, our peaceful moss deserting, 

** Found a pillow thoniM with care. [Exeum,^ 



ACT II. SCENE I. 

Jason advancing from the End oftAe Stage, TheakO 
on one Side^ Meoea in ike Grove* 

Tkeano. 
The princely steps of Jason arc in sight. 
He scarce conje6lures, that th' indignant breast 
Of her he injures, pours from yonder shades 
Its high-ton'd anguish. Yet, illustrious false one. 
What stinging thoughts distort thy manly frame I 
How have thy gestures lost their wonted grace 
In this keen struggle with upbraiding conscience ! 
Thou soon, before that inward judge arraiga'd, 
Shalt hear me plead thy wrong'd Medea's cause. 

" This is the crisis— —Too complacent hero^ 
** By pride iintutor'd, though misled by error, 
" Thou wilt be calm and gentle to rebuke." 

Jas. Press'd by a father's absolute decree. 
Solicited by Corinth's potent lord, 
Aw'd with the speciou» sound of public good, 
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I have consented, and the hour is wigh. 
Oh I in some future hour of sad reHedlion 
May not my heart with self-reproach confess^ 
This plea of puWic welfare was ambition 5 
AMd filial duty was a feeble tie 
To authorise the breach of sacred vows. 

Med, lln the grave,'] Ungrateful Jason 1 

Jas, Whence proceeds this voice ? 

Med. [/» tke grove.'] Oh, sire of light, thou secst my 
wrongs. 

Jos, Again I 
Imagination, pregnant with remorse. 
In sounds unreal yields its birth of terror. 

Med. [/« tAe grove,] Ye arbiters of oaths, anctplight- 
* ed faith, • 

O Jove and Themis, hear ! 

Jas. It is a voice I 
Resembling hers, when she, alas I is far ; 
No mockery of fancy. [Leans against tAe scent, 

Thea, [Advancing,] On his cheek 
Health seems to wither. O'er his shaded sight 
The shiv'ring eye-lids close. A creeping tremor 
Overspreads his fading lips, and dewy limbs. 
Bless'd be these signals of returning virtue. 

Hail! prince. Why stand'st thou list'ning? What 
alarms thee? 

Jas. An awful murmur from oflFended heav'n. 
Through yonder branches, issu'd in a voice. 
Which chiH'd my spirit, and unnervM my strength* 

Thea. What didst thou hear 1 
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Jas. Medea's well-known accents 
Thrice did the vocal prodigy repeat, 
Though seas divide her from these faithless arms. 

TAea. There is no need of prodigy* Merc nature 
In thy own breast will startle, when thou know'st. 
It was Medea's self, who call'd on Jason. 
Jas. Herself? 

TAea. The injur'd daughter of i^tes, 
But newly-wafted from Thessalia's shore. 
Thou may'st discover through those parting boughs; 
Where she is seated near the fountain's brink 
With her pale cheek reclining on the altar. 

Jas, [Looking on the grove,'] Stern deities of ven- 
geance, and of justice I 
Now pass )^ur sentence, Nemesis and Thamis I 
My ill-wrought web of hated life unravel. 
Which was not wove for happiness. 
Thea, Be patient. 

Jas. Peculiar woes through cv'ry stage of being 
Were Jason*s portion. Early I beheld 
My father's crown usurp'd. My youth subjected 
To an insidious tyrant was devoted 
A sacrifice in Colchis — So he hop'd. 
And I wish now I— I triumpli'd — Glory foUow'd, 
The source of new calamity to me. 
Where is that glory \ Serving selfish kings. 
Abetting falsehood, perjury and fraud. 

Thea, Turn thy attention from thy own distress^ 
To feel, what others suffer by thy frailty, 
Thy wife and offspring. Listen. 
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Jfas, I obey. 

Tkea* Hov^ couldst thou ^lead thia al]-exceUin|^ 
princess 
From clime to clime, th* associate in thy tolls. 
To fall the vi6tim in a foreign land 
Of those unrighteous statutes, which appoint 
Imperious hu sbands masters of divorce ; 
How think, th'establish'd pcadtice of the Greeki, 
-Or ally which varnish'd policy might plead^ 
Could e'er absolve thee from a solemn tie. 
With such uncommon obligations bound. 
By those superior, those unwritten laws^ . 
Which honour whispers to the conscious heart! 

Jos. O venerable woman, lend thy aid. 

72tfa. Atone thy fault. Repentance is heroic. 
And holds its rank among the manly virtues. 

Jos. Yes, I renounce Creiisa, and her kingdoflou 
Yet see this breast with new-born terror beat. 
Not all my trials through unnumberM dangers. 
From monsters, famine, from the raging deep. 
And dark-brow 'd care, have so confirm'd my couragr. 
But that I tremble at th' impending coniiidl. 
^< I dread that scorn and fury, whose excess 
** May kill repentance, and provoke destruction.** 

Enter Ltcander. 

Lye. The king, Theano, summons thee before hiisu 
Thea. What time? 
Lye, This instant. 
Tkea, I obey his pleasure. 
C 
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Jos* Thou wilt not leave me \ 
Tiea. Thou hast heard this summons. 
Heed my last words. Maintain thy just resolves. 
Lycandpr, let thy conduA leave no room 
For my reproaches, and the wrath of Juno. 
Ljtc, Fear not ; thy counsels shall be treasured here. 

[Exit Thcano. 
** I^see a sudden change. My single charge 
** I will deliver, and forbear enquiry.*' 

Long have I sought thee, prince. The royal ^son 
Is now in Corinth, and will soon accost thee. 

Jos, My &ther liere I Why, multiply distress, 
Accumulate perplexity and shame 
On my devoted head, ye righteous pow'rsi 
Zpfc. Prince, he is near $ and I return to CreOn. 

lExU. 
Enter ^son. 
Jos. Amaz'd, distradted, tortur'd, I retain 
My veneration here. O sacred head, 
What from thy peaceful habitation calls 
Thy silver hairs to these abodes of wo ? 
Or com'st thou wrapt in sable to lament 
Our mutual errors, and dishonour'd names f 

^. Why I am here, why bearing this apparel. 
Too soon will Jason know. But first reply j 
Why on the sea's waste margin was my son 
Observ'd to trace his solitary path ; 
When Corinth pauses in her gen'ral gladness, 
Her choral songs and minstrelsy su^nding 
For Jason's absence i 
t 
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Jos. Better she should wait) 
Whole ages wait, than justice be suspended. 
And the return of honour be unwelcom*d. 

^s. Can I interpret these mysterious words ? 

Jas. Hast thou not heard, my fafther, that Medcd 
Weeps in that bowV, invoking Jove and Themis 
To witness what returns she meets from Jason ? 

^s. What most I dreaded. Then my aged limba 
Must wear these garments still unchanged) thy country,. 
Thy friends, thy father's house unceasing mourn. 
The woes of exile more severe, than time, 
Indent the furrows deeper on these brows, 

Jas. The woes of exile ? 

y£s. Yes, the race of Pelias 
Force me to Corinth. Young Acastus reigns* 
The gen Vous Creon promises his aid j 
That aid will Jason cruelly prohibit. 

Jas. Then we begin to reap the bitter harvest 
From seeds, which selfish policy had sown* 
When I was hurry'd to these fatal walls, 
And, gall'd with jealous fear, Medea left thee ; 
Heav'n,. in that period, from the roll of fortune 
Eras'd our titles, and the with'ring sceptre 
Shrunk from thy grasp. 

vfo . Nay, look not thus entranc'd* 
What draws thy eye ? 

Jas. She rises from tlie grove, 
A sun di5figur»d by a mist of sorrow 
Rais'd from our crime. Anvakc thee— What remains, 
Cij 
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t we fall before our known protectress, 

iing both in Jove's offended sight, 

uch of weak inconstancy hath stain'd 

ae of hero, what ignoble guile 

:'d thy regal head ? 

^nd who must save lolcos ? 

She. Medea's gen'rous wisdom, 

in itself contains the strength of armies, 

ell'd old Pelias, can dethrone the son, 

Vhat frenzy guides thee ? Follow me to Creon. 

Rest thou with me, 

inhuman I dost thou covet 

ny age and dignity revil'd ? 

? thee, follow. 

Etiveted, I wait, 

ngenial with this rock T grew 

I foundations, till Medea come, 
levolter ! she is coming — But my eye 

t be far. Remember, thou dost hazard 
mtry's love, perhaps thy father's too. \Exit» 

Iter Medea, Colchians and Phacacians. 

low shall I face her injur*d worth, how choose 

5t auspicious moment to accost her ? 

Why have I science to command the tnoon, 

f the spirits from the realms of night, 

:e the hidden pow'rs of baneful nature ? 

I I wise, unless to feel my sorrows 
irper sensibility, and prove, 

ak is wisdom struggling with despair \ 



w 



I Cok*^ It» silccour yet ioUcit. ' Wiadom smootii» 
]£ach thorny pidi» asd Virtue is her sister* 

Mtd. Old man, be sifisnC. Hath MedeaTs grief 
The leisure now to hear thy moral taie ^ 
No, let me loath my bdng» '< curse the sun^ 
«< My bright forefather/* and upbraid the heav^ni. 
That I wis ever born. I will exclaim; 
I will demand^ ye unrelenting powVs^ 
Why your injustice terrifies the earth 
With such an image of distress as miAe« 

/or. This interview I see in all its terrors; 
But further, pause will turn suspense to madness* 

Medea — I am come " ■ 

Mtd. And dar'st thou coraei 
With that unmatched ingratitude atid falsehood^ 
Xo face the constant worth, thou now betray'sc \ 

jfasp I come to lay my errors in thy view. 

Mfd. No, to my view display Creiisa's beauty; 
Dwell on her merits who excels Medea* 

Jos. The deity^ presiding o*er that temple^ 
I call to witness, that my father's pleasure- m 

Med. And dost thou urge thy father, thou perfidious } 
Thy father 1 oh I tliat I had been thus wise. 
And ne'er forgot the duty of a child* 

Thy father gave thee a precarious beings 
In its first flight of glory doom'd to faU» 
Fresh in its prime, a vi£kim to oblivion, 
Had not I sav'd and borne thee to renown* 

3<u* Jason's life and glory are thy giftSr 

Mtd* I gave thee too my love^ my virght love^ 
C iij :^ 
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My friends, ihy country, my unspotted fame^ 
My joy, roy peace, all, all on thee bestow'd j 
What could a father more ? Him too my powV 
SnatchM from oppression, and his treach'rous brother, 
Usurping Pelias slew, that cruel Peiias, 
Who on thy youth impos*d the dangerous toil. 
Whence I preserved thee — But, my wrath, be still* 
Inconstant, base alike, both son and sire 
Deserve my scorn. 

Jas. Shall contumelious harshness 
Blot those perfections from the son deriv'd, 
And not one moment to thy wisdom yield. 
That thou may'st hear me f 

Med, No, thou most ingrat<i 
Of all, who e^er forgot their benefadlors. 
When the fam*d Argo, fraught with Grecian princesy 
Pierc'd with its beak the fiandy verge of Phasis, 
What daring hand but mine their trophies rais'd? 
The golden fleece amid th* enchanted grove 
Had hung untouched beside its scaly guardian ; 
Wild dogs and vultures had devour'd your lambs ; 
Your bones had whiten'd on the Colchian strand. 
I fearless stept between the narrow bounds. 
Which parted your devoted lives from fate. 
With mystic spells entranc'd the sleepless dragon, 
Bent to the yoke the brazen-footed bulls, 
And gave you safety, viftory, and fame. 
Jas, I own thy merits; and the deep remeiii« 

brance— • 
Jdid» For ever be detested that resnembrance* 
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Curs'd be the skill, which fram'd your fatal bark, 
Accurs'd the gale, which fiil'd her spreading canvas ; 
But doubly curs*d the hour, the hour of ruin. 
When first I viewed that smiling treach'rous forni^ 
And fondly trusted to the fair delusion. 
" O that amid the terrors of enchantment, 
" When, for thy sake, profoundest hell was open'd, 
" Some fiend had whirl'd me to the desert pole > 
** Or that the earth, dividing with my charms, 
•* Low, as her central cavern, had entomb*d me I" 

Jos. I feel thy anguish, daughter of uSetes, 
Which would o'erwhelm me, had I less to offer. 
Than my repentant heart. 

Med, Thy perjur'd heart, 
Foul with ingratitude and guilt. Avaunt, 
And give it thy Creiisa; I despise thee. 

Jos. Think^ who I am. Though criminal I stand 
And mourn my fault, forget not, I am Jaison, 
By fame in brightest charade rs recorded. 
Deserving thy reproaches, I endur'd them ; 
But sure the lustre of my name is proof 
Against contempt. 

Med, The recompence of falsehood. 

Jos, Hold, I conjure thee ? — Nay, I will be heard. 
When first I saird for Corinth, all my purpose 
Was to establish, by a league with Creon, 
Th' unstable throne of Thessaly, since crush'd 
By fierce Acastus. ^son*s stri^ injunction 
To wed Creiisa followed my arrival ; 
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When thou wert disCant from my stg^^ and Cr«<m 
Would grant his friendship - 

Med. Rut by thy dis^ace. 

Jas. Impatient woman! 

Med. Could a king's protection 
Be rank'd with minci thou weakly- peijur'd man } 

Jfas, Thou shah not stop me^ by th' immorta} 
godst 
I will proceed-^'* Intemp*rate passion stifles 
" Her breathless voice— Oh, m^styl Oh, wisdom! 
«• Oh, features once divine I how long shall rage 
<« Depoii your grace V* No other form of beauty, 
l4o qualities or. talents to thy own 
Have I preferred. By empire^'s glaring bubble. 
By policy's ensnaring voice mSsled, 
Or by mistaken duty to a parent, 
I swerv'd from sacred faith. At thy approach 
Light flashes through my error ; to thy feet 
Contrition brings me, no ignoble suppliant : 
The scourge of tyrants, vanquisher of monsters. 
Thy instrument of glory, now most glorious, 
That he subdues himself, implores thy pardon. 

Oh, unadvisM !— Obdurate !— While I sue. 
Thy unforgiving brow returns disdain. 
Think of thy children I 

Med. Traitor, dar'st thou name them \ 

Jas. Beware ; destruction, with a hunter's speed. 
Pursues us both. Inextricable snares 
Art spreading round us— Ha I be calm— Provoke 
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111 fate no further— Weigh in wisdom's balance 
The povv'rful obligations, which assail'd me. 
Med. Can they be weigh'd with conquest, life, and 
fame. 
The vast profusion of my bounty on thee, 
Thou weak, thou blind, insensible, and base ? 
No, my superior soul shall stoop no more. 
Though once from foul defeat and death I sav'd thee, 
I will not raise thee. from thy grov'ling falsehood. 
Let fortune's whole malignity pursue me, 
I and my children wretched, as we may be. 
Outcast, derided by the barb'rous herd, 
Spurn'd by th' unpitying proud, .with grim despair. 
With beggary and famine, our companions. 
Will wander through th' inhospitable world. 
Nor ev'n amidst our complicated woes 
E'er think of thee, perfidious, but with scorn. 

^Exeunt Medea, Colchians and Phaeacians. 

Enter -ffisoN. 

Jas. Then let the tempest roar, tyrannic woman. 
The billows rise in mountains o'er thy head. 

j£s. Well, thou hast seea her; while thy father's 
eye 
Ach'd at the low submission of a hero. 
Who with unmollify*d disdain was spurn'd. 
Say, will my gentle son persist to court 
The fellowship of fury, and abide 
The acrimonious taunt, the settled frown, 
The still-renew'd upbraiding ? Will my Jason 
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For this to deathless obloquy abandon 

His name of hero, while his arm rejedls 

A proflfer'd aid to reinstate his father. 

Redeem his countiy, and refresh his laurels,. 

With want of a6lion fading } 

Jas, There, O Mars, 
Thou dost provide a banquet for despair. 

yEs, No, for thy valour, son, a feast of glory. 
Come, leave this melancholy spot. Retura 
With me to joy. 

Jas, I go— but never more 
Speak to thy son of joy. My soul forgoes 
All gentle thoughts. Its sad relief is horror 
From the grim powV of homicide and ravage. 

O that this ev'ning, lighted by the stars, 
And glimpse of armour, I might turn my back 
On Corinth's bulwarks ; that the trumpet's clangor^ 
The shrill- mouth'd clarion, and the deep-ton'd horn^ 
The groans of slaughter, and the crash of spears. 
Might blend their discord for lOny nuptial song. 

[Extwit. 

** Enter Colchians and Phseaciansyr^wi the Grove, look'- 
<< ing on Jason, as he quits the Stage. 

« [Solemn Recitative. 
*' j^Colc, Thou who didst yoke the brazen- footed 
bulls, 
« And fearless guide the adamantine plough, 
" Which Vulcan laboured, o'er the direful soil 
** Sowawith the serpent's teeth, whence crested helni» 
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" And spears high-brandish*d by the earth->born race 
*' For thy encounter piercM the crumbling mould ; 
" Thou conqueror, beware : more dang*rous foes 
" Doom*d to subdue thee in that palace wait. 

" ITrocAatcs. 

" A Pkaa, Soft, alluring wiles are there 
" To seduce thee from the paths 
" Trod by godlike steps alone, 
" Paths of virtue, paths of praise. 
" Colchian monsters, syren's songs, 
"Might thy mortal frame destroy s 
" These will kill thy glorious name ; 
** Matchless Jason, then beware. 

*^ [Solemn Recitative* 

" A Cole. Thou yet untainted hero, Ah! reflcft, 
" That keenest sorrow, poverty, or pain, 
" Are light and gentle to the bitter dartSi 
•" Thrice steep'd in gall, which Nemesis directs 
** Against his bosom, who, by merit pass'd, 
" Qnce drew th' enchanting melody of praise, 
" Then, forfeiting the sweet report of fame, 
" 0*er his irrevocable loss repines. 

** [TrocAaics* 

" A PAaa. Shall the nymphs of Tempi's vale, 
" Who in rural lays record 
" Thy persuasive love, that won 
*' Kind Medea to thy aid, 
*^ Shall they change th' applauding strain ? 
^' ShaUthe discord of reproach 
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^< Wound thy ear, accustom'd long 

" To the music of renown ? [Extuta.'* 



ACT in. SCENE I. 

Enter Theano and the i Colchian. 

1 Colchian* 
JJoFE m its bud was blasted by her anger. 

<rkea. Unhappy anger! but her wrongs are great ; 
Nor is my pity less. Instruft me, Colchian, 
Was she not fam'd for hospitable deeds ? 

1 Cole* Oft hath her known benignity preserved 
The Grecian strangers on our barb'rous coast. 

Thea. Yet now a Grecian prince denies her sheN 
ter. 
Well, introduce me to her. 

I CoU. Restless anguish 
Will soon transport her hither. Look, she comes. 
Here let us watch some interval of calmneas. 

Thea, Are those her children ? 

1 Cole. Yes, from Jason sprung. 

rkea. They too with intermingling tears enhance 
The piteous scene. Thou fair and stately tree. 
Who once so proudly didst o'ertop the forest. 
What cruel hand despoils thee of thy honours ? 
Now dost thou show, as blasted by the lightnmf. 
With all thy tender branches withering round. 
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Enter Medea^ Aer two Children^ Colchians and 
Phaeacians. 

Eldest Child. Why fly'st thou from us ? Wherefore 
dost thou frown 
Whene'er we name, or ask to sec our father? 

Mid, You have no father I 

Eldest Child, When we left lolcos, 
Didst thou not tell us, he was here in Corinth ? 
Now we have pass'd the frightful sea^ what hinders 
But we may find him } 

Med, Never find him more 
To you a parent, or to me a husband. 

Eldest Child, Alas! thou weep'st. 

Med, You too must learn to weep, 
Ye destin'd wand'rers in the vale of mournings 
Why do you lift your infant eyes to me ? 
Your helpless mother cannot guard your childhodd) 
Nor bid neglect and sorrow stand aloof. 

I once had parents— Ye endearing names I 
How my torn heart with recoUedhon bleeds 1 
You too perhaps overflow your aged cheeks. 
Rend from your heads the venerable snow 
Oft, as your lost Medea is recalled, 
And for a hapless offspring mourn like me. 

I Cole. Heart-breaking sorrow now succeeds t* 
rage. 
Turn, royal mistress ; see the holy priestess. 
' Med, Hail I most humane. 

Thea, To Juno render praise. » . 
D 
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Med* She owes me refuge. Prompted first by Juno^ 
I left my native Phasic, and convey*d 
Back to her favoured clime the golden fleece. 
Thy part was all humanity* 

TTita* Sage princess. 
Hear me divulge the menaces of Cneon 
To drive thee hence. Expcfi his presaice sooa* 
Fear not his anger. Warranted by Juno, 
By my high fun^ion, by my nature more^ 
I gttve theoi 1 continue my prote^^ion* 

Med* Turn to these infants thy benignant k)^cs« 
Them to secure from trouble, and the terrcnrs 
Which gather closely on the step»of time, 
Is all their mother's care ; at whose entreaty 
Do thou receive their innocence in charge : 
But leave Medea to her own prote£^io». 

Eldest Child, Our fatlier long hath left us. By thy 
side, 
And in ihy bosom, we Itad comfort stilU 
Wilt thou forsake us } 

Med. We will meet again* 
Remove them from me. I can b^r no longer 
To view those mirrors, which reficft tiie imagje 
Of my distress, and multiply my pains* 

Thea, Weep not, my children. 
4 M€d* Uide their melttng softness; 
Lest they dissolve the vigour which mu«t save them. 
[ Medea eontifkua ttfeefing* 

Tkea, Come, lovely moumera, rest a.whiklvitb ftCt 
Come, and be pradtis'd to repeat your vows 
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For this most wong'd o^ inothers. You ehall Kit 
Your blameicfis haotds, swef tsuppdicafits, shall kneii 
To nuptial Jutio, antl to rey'reiui Tkemisy 
The arhitf«6S of oaihm and |»lighted £iirh* 
The dove-like yoice of your untaiAted age» 
Thus visited by undefierv'd aJ[li6Uon> 
May wifi their giiar4iafl mercy i *^ when the pray^rf 
*< Of maiiy faUe in»a« growo reprobate by tiflto^ 
<* With all the pon»p of hecatonbfl^ would fail»** 

lEm to the Tmfie with ikt OMrm 

Med, Are tJiey withdrawn/ 

1 Cole* They are, 

M^ Then, mighty spirit, 
Once mow at least thy imjesty shall biace 
Such as thou wert amid xh' eachaAJted wood i 
When ihou didst suaunon hell's relu^aat pow*rs^ 
And hell obey'd; whe^n dark'ning from her 09^ 
The moon descended, aad the knoued oak 
Bent with thy chiumv, wbicb l:am'4 the walieful 4f^ 

go;i. 
And safety gave to demi-gods and heroea. 

I Coiu Behalddhf King. 

EvUr CA£ONp Ly GANDER^ Qnd Attendants f 
Med. Why cQm^ the kia^ of Corinth 
Tot break upon my sorrows. *^ and to vauoty 
** That his injustice is eadu'd with pow'r 
*< To grieve Medea V* 
Creon. Jo debate, weak womaii, 
Dij 
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Is thy known province ; to command is mine. 
Be seen no longer in the bounds of Corinth. 

Mtd* And who art thou dost give Medea law. 
And circumscribe the slenderest spot on earth 
Against her passage \ Unconfin'd as winds 
I range with nature to her utmost bounds; 
While, as I tread, mankind reveres my steps. 
Its hidden pow'rs each element unfolds, 
And mightiest heroes, anxious for renown. 
Implore Medea's favour. What is Creon, 
Who from the sun's descendant dares withhold 
The right to hospitality and justice \ 

Creon* Not of the number who revere thy steps. 
Or supplicate ihy favour ; one, whose sceptre 
Forbids thy residence in Greece. Away ; 
Range through the snows of Caucasus ; return 
To Pontic deserts, to thy native wilds : 
Among barbarians magnify thy deeds. 
This land admits no wandVer like Medea, 
Who with a stranger from her father fled. 
Fled from her country, and betray'd them both. 

Med. With him I fled, whom thou wouldst foully 
draw 
Through blackest treason to thy daughter's bed 5 
And for the rest, if equity or wisdom 
Were Creon's portion, I would plead before him : 
But vindicate my aftions to a robber. 
Who basely watch'd my absence to purloin 
My only wealth I My lofty soul disdains it^ 



^Creon. Hence, while thou raxy^^s r&^ ivonaiii ere 
thoo prove 
How 9tfOftg the awliai has^ of {he god» 
Is stampt cm ffnonavchfii ai>4 tliou feel my wrath 
Swift in 4e9tf u6iiofi Ulds £be boU4»f Jiove. 

711^^. DDi9t th(MA recoux^ diy fabJes to Mede»> 
The idiot tide, whic^ cKeiit9 fthe Imping volgar» 
To hervho knows thesecivt aoitrce of thiags? 
Belu>ld t^s comely ixnaige of the gqds I 
This violaDer^if the holJc^t ties» 
Whom the dull hand of undiicerning chance 
Hath deckM in pHirple ffo)»e8^ sad pageant gold^ 
Resembles much the ma jesty of heav'ni 

Creon, Thy bare expulsion sfaaJl not now atontf* 
I will stand forth th* avenger of iEelcs 
On his false daughter ; for iJby crimes in Codchis 
Vindi^live fioiesin this distaot regiion* 
Shame, chastisement, anA inmU, shaU o'ertake thecl^ 
Spoil th^t fair body, hiwnble that kXi heart i 
Till, as with bitterest agony it breaks. 
Thou curse its wikl temerity^ which brscv^d 
The ponderous hand of majesty incensed. 

Med, Ha 1 thou rain hotsier, hast rhou yet to leani 
That I 'Cam rock the iron throne of Pluu> $ 
Can waft ^Ke struggliiig to Rhiphsean crags, 
Wbevethou shalt rave;, and £6am, andgnash thy leetb. 
Where frost shall parch thee, where the clouds shall 

scatter 
Their storms around thee, whirl in sportive air 
X)iij 
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Thy gorgeous robe, thy diadem and sceptre ? 
While I — Oh! fruitless, unsubstantial pow'rl 
Must still continue wretched — Oh I vain threat I 
Hath he not torn my Jason from these arms \ 
What then avails the knowledge of my mind ? 
Stretch 'd on the rack of anguish is my heart. 
What spark of wisdom in my breast remains \ 
All is extinguished there — Oh, Jason I Jason I 

\ls supported by ker Women, 

Creon, [To Lycander.] Thou secst the haughty sor- 
ceress abash*d 
Before a monarch's persevering frown. 

Lye* [Aside,'] Most injur*d woman I 

Creon. Go, transport her hence, 
Ere she revive. 

Lye. The multitude already 
Begin to murmur ; were this holy place 
Defil'd by force, their zeal would swell to madness. 
Perhaps this princess, for her wisdom famM, 
May be persuaded to abandon Corinth. 
And she revives with milder looks. 

Med, [Aside.'] Pride, pride, 
For once be wise ; in lowliness disguise thee, 
That thou may*st rise to vengeance. Kingof Corinth, 
I only crave three hours to quit thy borders. 

Creon. [To Lycander.] If she exceed that slender 
space of time. 
Force shall remove her from my loathing sight. 

' [Exit. 

Lye. This contest, princess, thou hast wisely clos'd. 
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Three hours elapsM, expe6l mc to return 

Thy safe condudlor to the kingdom's frontier. [Exit. 

1 Cole. Thou dost not droop. This tyrant's empty 
threats 
Thy very breath could dissipate like clouds. 
Which for a while some hideous form assume. 
Then pass away dissolved to fleeting vapour. 
I too will aid thee. By thy father*s sister 
I was held dear, by Circe, powerful queen. 
Who taught me various spells and incantations. 

Med. Go then, and bring my wand, that potent rod, 
Which grew a branch of ebony, o*ershading 
The throne of Pluto i severed thence, and dipt 
Thrice in the cold of Lethe's sleepy waters, 
By Hecat^ on Circe was bestowed, 
By her on me, to stil\ the winds and floods, 
Might's drowsy curtains o'er the sky to draw. 
And all its active 6res entrance to rest. 
Leave us apart. Retire, my faithful virgins, 
Who share so kindly in Medea's woes. 
I would not pierce your gentle hearts with terror. 

[^Exeunt omntSy prater Med. and i Cole. 

Med, [Waving her wand,'] First, rise ye shades im- 
pervious to the sight ; 
And you, ye sable*skirted clouds, descend : 
Us and our mystic deeds with night surround. 

[ Tike Stage is darkened. 
Thou, by whose pow'r the magic song [Iambics. 

Charms from its orb th' unwilling moon, 
Controls (he rapid planet's speed, 
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And dims the constellation's firci ; 

^* While sounding torrents stop and eleef, 
« While fountain- nymphs in dread withhold 
*« Their mazy tribute from the meads, 
«< And stiff *ning serpents hear and tife :'* 

Terrific deity, whose name, 
And altar stain'd with hufnan Mood 
On Tauric cliffs the Scythikn wild,. 
And fell Sarmatian tribes adorer 
« Wreathed in snakes, and twiaiag boughs [7r»ak»c#« 
«< Gathei^d from infernai oaks, 
«< Which o'er Pluto's portai iamg 
«< Shed a second mght on heli ;*' 

In thy raven- tin^lar*d vtole. 
Grasping thy tremendoos brand. 
With thy howling tram around^ 
Awful Hecat^, ascend. 

I Cole, By the pitchy streams of SHy%, 
Lethe's mute and loey floods 
By the dreadful vapour sent 
From Avernus' steaming pool ; 

By th* •eternal sigh, wh4ch heaves 
With Cocytus' mourn'&il wave, 
By the Phlegethontic blaze, 
Direful goddess, hear and rise. 
«< Or if, where discord iate hath fi6ap*dl [JwMc** 
, ** Her bloody hecatombs to Mars, 
« Thoia sweeping o'er tlie mangled slain 
« Dost tinge thy feet in sanguine dew ; 

" Ah 1 leave awhile the vulture's shriek^ 
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** The raven croaking o'er the dead, 
*• The midnight wolf's insatiate howl, 
** And hither turn thy .solemn pace. 

•* The winds in magic horror bonnd 
** Shall at thy presence cease to breathe, 
** No thunder -teeming cloud approach, 
•* Th6 hoarse and restless surge be dumb." 

Med. No more. The strong-constraining spell 
hath tamM 
The restive blast ; the pliant leaves are'fix'd ; 
The fountains rest ; th* oblivious birds are hush'd ; 
And dead the billows on the silent beach. 
Begone — She comes — I feel the rocking ground. 
Its entrails groan — Its shiv*ring surface parts. 
Scarce can iEtes' child the sight endure. 

[Ex. 1 Cok. 

[Hecatd rises in long black garments^ with a wreath of 
snakes, and oaken boughs on her head, and a torch in 
her hand.'\ 

Med, O my propitious and congenial goddess, 
Who thy mysterious science hast diffused 
Of potent herbs, and necromantic songs 
Through my capacious bosom ; who so long 
Hast been assistant to Medea's triumphs. 
Now thou behold'st me vanquish'd by despair. 

Hec* I know thy sufTrings, daughter ; but to close 
TH^ wounds of anguish, and assuage despair, 
Is not the task of hell. 

Med, Tlien give me vengeance. 

Hfc, On whppi? 
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Med, Creiisa ?— No— -my high revenge 
O'erleaps a trifling maid. Old iBson ?— No. 
He is my hero's father. But for Creon— - 

Htc, The hour is nigh, when yonder Hood will rage^ 
This rock be Joosen'd, and its stru^hires nod; 
Then shall the fury, discord, and red «eal. 
Thrice sleepM in Stygian fires, avenge thy wrongs* 
Farewell. 

Med, A moment stay— My yielding heart 
Must ask — Will Jason ever more be kind? 

Hec, Seatxrti not thy fate. 

Med, Unfold it, I e^voin ehee, ^ 
By him, thou dread'st, by Demogorgon*s name* 

Hec, AgafQst thyself, unhappy, thou prevail'st. 
Ere niglit's black wheels begin their gloomy course^ 
What thou dost love shall perish by thy rage ; 
Nor thou be conscious when the stroke is given ; 
Then, a despairing wand'rer, must thou trace 
The paths of sorrow in remotest climes, 

\She descends* 

Med, Destroy my love ! By me shall Jason diet 
Oh I insupportable ! O pitying Juno 1 
Assist me sinking to the ground with angaish. 

\^FaUs to ike ground* 

Enter Cokhians and Phaeadaiw. 
1 Cok, The streaming purple of the western sun 
Glows on these tow*rs and pinnacles again. 
Prevailing o'er the darkness, which the wand 
Of our sage mistress rais'd— Deje6ling sight f 
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Thy faithful servant can refrain no longer, 
But tears must wash the furrowa of hi& cheeks. 
Med* Ah ! how much more my eyes should stream 
in torrents! 
Ah! how much stronger should my bosom heave. 
And sound its agonies in bitter groans 
i To the remorseless gods I Destroy my Jasoa I 

[Startitg up4 
The dear, false hero I Perish first my art. 

1 Fhaa. " How oft have pcrjur'd lovers been re- 
recaird 
f' By strong enchantment \ Check these vain com- 
plaints.'* 
Hast thou not magic to constrain this wanderer 
Back to thy arms ? 

Mtd, I have, bt^f scorn the arts 
Which may command his person, not his love. 
No, fly to Jason. Let the only charm 
Be soft persuasion to attra£^ him hither « 

be is gentle as the summer's breeze, 
With looks and gestures fashioned by the graces* 
The messenger be thou, discreet and good, 
M«dea*s pride shall stoop. 

1 CoU, {^Aiide^l I go^-though hopeless. 

Med. Mean time will I to yonder wood return. 
And some deep-shaded receptacle choose. 
There, wrapt in darkness, sliaU my suffering soul 
The sense of all its injuries disburthen 
In secret murmurs, till its rage be spent. \lxiu 

" A Cole. Native floods rough with ice \Ctetku 
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** Rushing down mountain- sides, 

** Whirling thence broken rocks ; 

«« Your discordant waves that sweep [Trockaics. 

" Harshly o'er their flinty beds, 

" Yield a more alluring sound 

«* Than the gently. trilling notes 

*< Of the tender Grecian lyre, 

•* Or the swelling strain difFus'd 

" From the music-breathing flute. 

** Native groves hoar with frost, [Cretics* 

" Caverns deep, fiU'd with night, 

** Shagged clifts, horror's seat ; 
" Oh ! to these desiring eyes [Trochaics. 

" Lovely is your gloom which lives 
** In remembrance ever dear. 
" You are brighter than my thoughts, 
" Which despondency overclouds, 
*' And in these perfidious climes 
*• Expedtation cheats no more. 

" A Phaa, Torrents swell, tempests rage, \Cretics, 

** Danger frowns, pain devours, 

*• Grief consumes, man betrays ; 
** Such our doom in every clime : [Trochaics^ 

" Yet among the thorns of life 
•* Hope attends to scatter flow'rs 3 
" And Credulity, her child, 
*< Still with kind imposture smooths 
** Heaving trouble, and imparts 
«* Moments which suspend despair. 

" Goddess bland, soothing hope, [Cruics. 
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"In thy smile 1 confide, 

" And believe Jason comes. 
** All I see delights my eye ; \Xrockaki, 

*• Ev'ry sound enchants my ear; 
" Those rude -featured crags are gay ; 
" Winds in notes harmonious blow ; 

[ Twrning to tht ^ca . 
" Hoarsest billows murmur joy; 
** And my long- forsaken home 

** Wakes the plaintive muse no more. \JE,xtHnU^* 

^ 

ACT IV. SCENE L 

EnterjA&ov^ and the i Coichian. 
Jascn. 
Why am I summoned ? - 

I Cole, But once more to greet hfer- 

Jas. And be the mark of scorn. 

I Cole* Remind thee, heto, 
Of all thy gen'rous labours ne'er ddny'd, 
But oft rej)eated to restore t*w wretched. 
Shall thy distress'd Medea be the first 
Thou dost refuse to aid ? 

Jas. It is too late. 
She cast me from her, and we fiow are sttang^j!^. 

1 Cole, I ha've be^ long a travelJer wifh time, 
And through unnumbered evils have I noted 
Those born of afi^erto be most deplor'd. 
Tlwu Ibok'st HO longer on that «n£«tu»l care^ 
1^ 
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Your children*s welfare. In the wrathful Jasou 
Benignity is lost, ev'n nature dead 
In the fond father. 

Jas. When I namM our children. 
Her ear was deafen'd, and her scornful tongue 
Was sharpened into outrage. 

I Cote, See them here, 
The lively patterns of their mother's graces^ 
And sharers in misfortune. 

Enter tht Children. 

Eldest Child. Art thou found 
At last, my father? In thy search wepass'd 
Thi^gh frightful waters, and in roaring winds. 
Come to our mother, who of thee complains ; 
And, with a promise never more to leave us. 
Speak comfort to her. 

Jas. Comfort! 

1 Cole. Dost thou shrink 
To see these pledges of a love like hers } 
Oh I thoii obdurate, who hast thrown the beauties 
Of virtue from thee in thy youthful season, 
When ev'ry soft sensation is most warm, 
To clasp the cold deformity of guilt I 
I have no ofispring-^Must an old man's eyes 
Teacli thine their tender lesson ? Must a heart. 
Which time, and ills, and care might well have sear*d. 
Teach thee afFei^ion, and a parent's feeling } 

Jas. Support me rather, than depress me, Colchian. 
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1 sink — My soul, dissolving in afieftion. 
Hath quite unmann'd Ikie. 

Eldat Child. Dost thou grieve to see us } 

Jos, No, my poor boys. My spirit bowsbefore you 
In love and rcv'rence. These indeed subsist 
A common care, exacting all regard. ' 

What shall I say ? — Not cruel would I seem, 
Not ev'n severe — Yet Colchian, let me ask; 
Will she 

1 Cole, Command her, she is all submission* 

Jos, *• Amid the woes of separating parents, 
" Who like the father can proteft the offspring ?•' 
Will she commit them to my charge, that comfort, 
Prosperity, and honour, be their portion ? 

Eldest Child. Ah! do not take us from our mother's 
arms. 

Tningest Child, From our kind mother. Leave us. 

Eldest Child, Leave us here to weep with her. 

Jas, How constant are these children 1 
But they were never harass'd by her scorn* 

Enter Mboea, Colchians, and Phaeacians* 
Med. [stopping short.} The man who knew, and yet 
despis'd my worth, 
I see before me — Still, thou restifF heart, 
Still dost thvu rise tumultuous in my bosom ; 
Oh I thou must bend. 

Jas. Well, daughter of i^etes ; 
J-o ! I am here obedient to thy call. 
J*^. Once was the time, when Jason would have come 

£ij 



UncallMy iinpvoDi]»ted» hut by love alone. 
Why do I bring the wasted glass of joy 
Back to my viow I Oh I torture of remembraBce I 
Oh, Jason! Jason I 

Jos, Speak. 

Med, 1 cannot speajk. 

Jos, [^ii'de.} My spirit yields— this mute distress 
o'eifwh^lw. nxe. 

Mtd^ It is decreed to separate thy name 
From mine for ever— rFirst Xo all restore me ? 
Which I relhiqiiish'd for thee to my country, 
The veneration which that country paid me. 
My injured parents, and their lost afiedioA. 
To my untainted virgin fame restore me. 
My once-untroubled, unreproaching thoughts. 
Impossible — Then hear, and yet be just. 

j4Zi. [Aside.'] Ohl that this morning she had thus 
address'd n>el 

Med, Not love alone, not Hymen's common ties. 
But fame apd conqvtest, mutual toils and hardships, 
All, which is marvellous and great, conspir'd 
To make us one. What stars in distant skies. 
What seas, what shores, unvisited before. 
Have we not seen together ? And what perils 
Could each inhospitable clime present, 
From which Medea hath not sav'd her Ja»n ? 
Our toils at length surmounted, must we part } 
My lord — my husband— father of these boys I 
Shame, anguisli, desperation, rush upon me I 
They bind my heart in adamantine woes! 



They weigh me down — They bear me to the earthy 

[Kneeling tifith the Children* 
Thus low behold the issue of the Sun 
Imploring pity of the man who scorn'd her, 
Jos, Canst thou, O Juno, from thy neighboring 
temple 
View this illustrious sufTrer at my feet, 
Nor swift destru6lion from thy altar show'r 
On my perfidious head ? Why rather, goddess, 
" Who hast thy thunder, like thy husband, Jove,*' 
Didst thou not blast me, when, by furies guided, 
I ratify'd but now th' unhallow'd contradt } 
Med^ [n'jtn^.] What hast thou said ? 
Jas. Creiisa— is my wife. [He starts at Mede<C$ 
looks^ then fixes his eyes stedfastly upon her, and, after 
some time, proceeds,'] 
Medea — Ha! Have sense and motion left her! 
Her colour dies, which once outshone the morn I 
Those radiant eyes, whose majesty proclaim'd 
The Sun's own progeny, withdraw their lustre I 
Oh I thou most injur'd, utter thy complaints I 
Give words to anger, and to sorrow tears I 

Med. Astonishment I What prodigy is there } 
Look yonder I 

1 Cole. Go— go, children, to the temple; 
Avoid this sight. . 

[The Children are led off by a Phacacian to the 
temple,] 
Med, What wonderful appearance 
Floats on the main, and stems the lofty surge ^ 
Eiij 
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Jos* Q execrable perfidy I which ^Is ^< the loveliest 
eyes vi|h te^rs," 
The noblest heart with pangs, \hc nv>st enlighten'^ 
mind with fnadneJ^s! 

Akd» See, where yon snqwy concave in i(S bosom, 
Collcdling all the motion of the winds, 
Drives the huge burthen to th' affrighted shore I 

Jos. O h^id the flood, she sees in frs^ntic thought, 
Ingulph'd that bark! 

Me{i. [adp0iiKing toi^^ards ii'»?.] What art thou, most 
presuinptiious, 
Who dar'st approach the limits of this region ? 
Hast thou not heard, that bulls with brazen feet. 
And sleepless dragons, gu^^rd the f^tal soil i 
He hean^ vint«rrify*d— I ne'^r beheld 
Such majesty and grace. 

Jas. Deb$iS*d, deform'd 
By guilt's polluting hand! 

Med. He speaks^ Wh«(t music I 
He clairos the golden fleece — What means this warmth^ 
Which prompts my hand to give the radiant pri^e ? 
But wilt thou prove then constantr— ever kind ^ 
I must, I will believe thee. 

1 Cole. What remorse. 
What consternatipn petrify hjs frapie ! 
And she grows wilder. 

Med' H^rk 1 With flaming throats 
The bulls begin to roar ! The forest trembles I 
And see, the dragon hither points his course! ' 
See, hiii huge pinions beat the tprt^r'd air i 
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His mpQStrQus ()ody rolls the blast before him, 
And sails amidst a whirlwind 1 Dost thou droop f 
Be not dismay'd) my hero 1 Stand behind. 
Attend, ye demons, whose contagious breath 
Defiles the sun, who chill the fiercest heart, 
Add lock in drowsy sloth the npryes of strength I 
Jos, Assume thy terrors — Moulder me to dust. 
Now call thy demons, whose infernal grasp 
May snatch and hurl me to my destin'd pains. 
Let me be 5tr^tch*d on torn Ixion's wheel. 
Or chain'd iq burning adamant endure 
The tooth of vipers, and the scorpion's sting ; . 
Ohl rather, rather, than behold thy sufF'rings I 
Med, Why art thou pale and languid 2 Thou art 
safe I 
The slumbering monster drops his scaly wings 1 
Thine is the fleece — Medea too is thine I 

[Jaso(i iArows himelfback, and is received hy tht 
Colchians.] 
Confusion and amazement! — Is he vanished ? 
Where am I \ — On a rock, a desert cliff, 
Which overhangs the unfrequented waves ; 
No plant, but moss, to hide its craggy sides ; 
No shelter nigh my tempest-beaten liead : 
And lo! two infants clinging to my knees. 
Who join my grief, and call Medea motlier ! 
O thop false hero, whither art thou fled ? 
Hark — The wind only answers my complaint, 
It is the sea, which murmurs to my groans I 
Hs^ t wbgt art tbpu^ grim shape embru'd with gore ) 
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Why dost thou wave that Stygian torch around ? 
Art thou Revenge from Tartarus enlarg'd 
To aid Medea ? Come then, shake thy brand 
Before my steps! To perpetrate thy mischief. 
The winds shall lend their swiftness, hell its fiends. 
The sea its fury, and the Sun his flames I [Exit. 

I Cok, Resume thy courage. 

Jos. Yes, my soul emerges 
From dark confusion, now she knows the worst. 
My sight is clear'd, my enterprise resolv'd. 
And hope enlarges my adventurous spirit* 

I Cole. I hear in wonder, prince. At least prepare 
thee '^ 

To guard Medea in her new distress. 
Whom Creon threatens to expel. 

Jas. The priestess will be her safeguard till . . . ; 

1 Cole. Restrain thy speech. 
And look behind thee. He is sent from Creon 
To drive her hence. 

Enter Lycandbr. 

Jas. Lycander I 

Lye. Prince, allow mfe 
With this old Colchian to confer a moment. 

1 Cole. Nay, speak aloud. 

Lye Thou know'st my errand, Colchian. 

1 Cole. Yes, ,f our princess willingly depart not. 
Thou wilt by force remove her. 

Jas. Base and impious I 

Now should these hands^whichyokMthebrazerfbulIs, 
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Divide th,y limbs^ and hurl the mangkd IragRienU 
From yoodcr promontory's brow to feast 
The scaly monsters in the flood below j 
It were a righteous sacrifice to justice : 
But thou art brother to the good Theano, 

Lyc» Whom thou dost wrong in me. By her consent, 
And on Medea's promise to depart, 
I came to guide her wilh respe^ful care 
To Corinth's verge. Compassion for this princess. 
Dread of the king, and rev'rence for the goddess. 
With all thy changes, prince, perplex ray course ; 
That through the maze of this eventful day 
I ne'er shall tread securely. 

Jos. Nay, Lycander, 
If thou art blameless 

/yc. Stop. The king is here 
To widen this confusion. 

Enter Cjleon and Attendants, 

Cteon. [entering.'] I am told. 
That with a pensive mien he left the palace. 
And join'd a Colchian of Medea's train. 
Gods I he is here---disorder'd — with Lycander 
And that old stranger — all in sullen-silence 
At my appearance — ^Jason — He replies not I 
What are your consultations ? Speak, Lycander ! 

Lye, My liege, I cannot, uniaform'd like thee. 

Creon, fhen, as a king and father, I demand 
Of thee, Thessalian hero, why, confus'd 
At my approach, thy countenance is fall'n \ 
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Jas, At thy approach } More formidable pow'rs 
Could never awe this hearty which nought hath van« 

quish'd 
But its own frailties. 

Creon. Visions! 

Jas. Hear with patience. 
The tutelary deity of Corinth 
Sits here in awful judgment. Virtue pleads. 
And pity weeps before her. Thou and I 
At this tribunal show our guilty heads. 
Long have we slumber'd on the couch of folly ; 
Let us awaken from the cheating dream, 
Nor each rebuke the other for his weakness. 
But acquiesce in Juno's just decree. 
I must annul my contrafl with thy daughter, 
And bid her now eternally farewell. 

Creon. Eternally farewell ? I dream — Lycander, 
Is not Medea gone ? 

Lye. My lord, the time .... 

Creon. Ina6live traitor I Go and seize that fiend! 

Jas. [to Creon.'] Hold. Thou esteem'st me still the 
gentle Jason, 
The pliant vassal of my father's will, 
And thy ambition. I am chang'd — My heart 
Is full of tumult— New-created rage, 
Rage at myself, at i^son too, and thee. 
Now ravages my bosom— Then be counseled. 
Nor tempt the wild, ungovernable transports 
Of one distemper'd with a foul assemblage 
Of guilt, despair, and shame. 
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Creon, Presumptuous boy I 
Do thy exploits by sorcery achiev'd, 
Do thy rude trophies from barbarians won, 
.£xalt thy pride to brave a Grecian monarch } 
When now, from all inheritance expeird 
A needy exile, thou hast no support, 
But from my throne, whose patronage is granted 
To thy imploring father. 

Jos. I rejeft it, 
And own no patron, but my sword and name. 
Can I .want aid, the Argonautic leader ? 
While Hercules, while Telamon and Peleus, 
While sacred Orpheus, and the twins of Leda^ 
Remain unconquerM to assert my cause } 

Why do I measure folly back to folly. 
And here degrade my honours and renown 
With boasts resembling thine ? Farewell for ever. 

[Exit cum Cole. 

Creon* Hal I perceive his purpose. Haste, collet 
[To one of his attendants* 
A faithful band ; secure Medea^s vessel. 
Ye blackest demons of resentment, rise j 
March by my side, and brandish you my sceptre 1 

[To another of his attendants, 
ThQu shut the city.gates 1 Let none depart 
Without my licence I I will hold him still. 
And cast him prostrate at Creusa*s feet I 

£«/^rTHBANO. 

Thea. I heard thy threat'ning voice, O blindly fix*d 
In disobedience to the queen of gods. 
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Creon. Dar'st thou, sole auth'ress of tfcy sov'reign*s 
ills, 
Confront his anger ? First on thee, confeA'rate 

[TtfLycander. 
With this rebellrous, shall my vengeande ftdl. 
By thy dcsign'd mtsconduCl Jason twice 
Hath seen Medea. 

Lye. Chance, or heav'n's appointment^ 
Not my contrivance .... 

Creon, Seize and drag him hence ; 
Low in a dungeon hide him ; chain him down 
In damps and darkless ! 

Lye, Citizens of Corinth, 
This place is holy I In the name of Juno 
I claim protection I 

Thea, Universal rev'rence, 
From your forefathers at the birth of Corinth, 
Hath guarded still th' inviolable grove. 

Creon. Do ye recoil, ye cowards? Rebel, trftitCHr, 
I will assemble those shall force this refuge, 
Tl^ seat of priestly craft to aid sedition ; 
When thou in torture shalt atone thy crime! 

Tkea, Once more T warn thee to revere a goddess. 

Creon. No, I revere a god, the god of thunders I 
Jove, thou didst tori for empire 5 so shall Crton, 
And show the earth a pattern of thy s^vay I 
For empire thou thy father didst dethrone^ 
Thy Titan kindred plunge in deepest hell. 
The giant, lancing iVom his^hundred hands 
A hundred rocks to shake th* Olympian toWrs 
Thou didst with labour vanquish 1 Shall thcte shadM 
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Which awe the vulgar, shall the ready prey 
To cv'ry firebnmdy or the woodman^s ax, 
Obstnid a king \ No, insolent revolters. 
Soon shall you see me lift the bloody scourge 
Of chastisement, unsheath the sword of havoc. 
And vindicate my glory I \E.xit cum suis* 

Tkea, Impious man I 
Do thou consult thy safety* 

Lye. Be not anxious. 
The king's own rashness shall secure Lycander. . 
Though years may roll on years, ere we again 
Shall meet in peace. 

£n/^r Jason. 

Jas* Medea to thy temple 
Is fled from all her virgins, who entreat 
Thy kind permission to pursue her steps. 
Where'er her frenzy leads I 

Tkea, My help is ready* 
And to thy guardian care I trust my brother. 
Whom Creon threatens with immediate death. 
Yet something whispers, something sure divine. 
That other clouds, of black events will break. 
Ere a new morning rise on troubled Corinth. 
*• And we, surviving each portentous storm, 
•' Derive a sad security from horror." [Exit* 

Lye. Whate'er this mystic language may import. 
Prince, give attention. 

7f f. Sp&k. 

F 
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Lyc, Thy only course 
Is to embark from Corinth with Medea. 

Jos. It was my secret and determin'd purpose. 

Lye. Nor yet a secret. Our suspicious tyrant. 
If he could rule his discontented subjedts, 
Would stop thy passage. But thy just design 
The public shall befriend, by me alarm'd 
At Creon's threat to violate the grove. 

Jas. Can I requite thee ? 

Lye. Let me serve thee first ; 
Requite me after, as my wants may didlate. 
Is not thy father yonder ? 

JaS. Let him come. 
Go, and cxpeft me shortly on the beach. [£«. Lye. 

Enter ^soN. 

^i. What have 1 heard ? Th' exasperated king— 
Jas. Hath told the truth. His daughter I relinquish* 
y£s. Off with this bridal pageantry, which mocks 
With gay dehision my disastrous age. 
Reach me again my sable ; from thy hand 
I will receive it : from thy barbVous hand 
Let dust be sprinkled on my joyless head. 
Nay, rather turn invincible against me ; 
Lock in that nervous gripe these snowy hairs ; 
And to the ho v' ring eagles on the beach 
Cast my disfigured relics I Dost thou pause ? 
Think*st ihou, that Jason's father will be secR 
Decrepid, tott'ring with distress and year^, 
A vagabond, a suppliant for protection 
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Among the happier princes ? No, my son, 
Though not like Hiee the faulchion I can wield. 
And mow my foes before me, I can die I 

Jos. Com' st thou with threat'nings^ Thattremen* 
dous goddess, 
Whose piercing eye from yonder fane discerns 
Guile in its naked shape through ev'ry garb. 
And marks ingratitude for signal vengeance. 
Knows that we merit both to die : yet, dying. 
We could not expiate our unmatch'd offence. 

w£i. What unaccustomed,- terrifying sternness 
Frowns on that aspect ? Gentle have I known thee 
From infancy to manhood, ne'er before 
Have felt thee dreadful I 

Jos, Ever from thy fears 
Wilt thou take? counsel ? Can the voice of pity, 
Benevolence, and equity, convey 
No admonition } O exalt thy thoughts 
From this base earth, the mansion of deceit. 
Of perjuries and crimes. " Ereft thy visage to 
** Themis' heav'n-thronM patroness of justice. 
*< Invoke her aid, that strengthen'd thoumayst hear,** 
Nor be confounded at thy son's resolves. 
By no persuasion, artifice, or menace. 
My now-reviving dignity of mind 
From its own summit shall again descend. 

jEs. What would my Jason.? 

Jas. Take the holy priestess ; 
Repair to Creon : with united counsels 
Fij 
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Him first from impious violence dissuade : 
And then 

JEs. To whose prote^lion must I fly ? 

Jas. To mine. Abandon Corinth, and at Thebes, 
Not three days march from these detested gates, 
£xpe6l my presence. Hercules is there ; 
My friend, my soldier. He with ev*ry hero. 
Who once obey'd my standard, will again 
league their auxiliar swords, and save lolcos. 
Let this suffice — If not — Persist no more. 
Thy son is fix'd, immoveable as fate. \TliMnder. 

JEs. Thy mightier genius awes me I I submit 1 
We are all guilty— Juno so proclaims I 
But, oh 1 amid these prodigies, my Jason, 
Not one alarms me like the rude commotion, 
Which shakes thy placid bosom t Be conpos*d. 
I will conduct Theano to the king. {^Exih 

Jos, Look down, connubial goddess, and with hope 
[Jas. turning towards tke Tempii* 
Let thy appeasM divinity indulge 
A hero oflPring at thy holy shrine 
His spirit humbled with repentant sighs. 

You too attend, ye favourable gales. 
And swiftly waft us to the kind embrace 
Of our companion, Orpheus; who shall breathe 
*< His tuneful consolation in a strain 
" Of grief composing energy to charm" 
Distraction's rage, till new-born reason smile. 
Then with her children, lovely as the mother. 
Shall blooming Temp^ on its flowVy lap 
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Again receive her ; " while Pen^us' stream 
" Blends with >he flitting warblers on his bai^ks 
*< His murm^ng cadence to delight her ear :" 
And I once more along th* accustom'd vale 
Shall, by the lustre of the silent moon^ 
Walk by her side attentive, while her tongue 
Unfolds the pow'rs of heav'n's resplendent train 
Of magic numbers, and mysterious spells. 
And feasts with knowledge my enraptur*d soul. [£xiV« 



Enter Colchians. 



\la7rdfU9* 



«« Sire of -ffietes, gbd revered 

'< By our forefathers on their sands 

*< Bleach'd by the £uxin*s restless foam, 

** Effulgent origin of day } 

<< Who with illimitable view, 

'< As from the amber* portall'd east 

" Thy coursers fiery«man*d proceed, 

•* See'st the deep'-bosom'd woes of men j 

<* Whether plac'd in mildest climes, [TrockaUs, 

"Or beneath thy sultry wheels, 

<« Wliether freezing near the pole, 

«* All the various race of care. 
*« Yet to thy sad paternal eye 
" Can this diversity of grief 
«< Not one present through all thy course 
<< To match thy own Medea's pain. 
<< Lo 1 ev'ry flow'r of wisdom fades 
*• Within her large and fertile breast, 
** A desert novt by tempests rang'd, 
Fiij 
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*< The seat of wild discordant thoughts^ 

" God of wisdom and of light, \TTw:haies. 

" O relume her darkened soul I 

<* Let her, though begirt with ills, 

« Still thy progeny be known. lExeunt.** 



ACT V. SCENE I. 

The AND descending from the Temple, ^SON and 
Colchians. 

jEson. 
Where is the priestess, Colchian ? 

I Cole. There descending. 
Pale consternation overcasts her visage. 

Tka, O most portentous, execrable sight I 
I led the virgins t6, rejoin your princess. 
Who had escap'd their care — Mysterious Heav'nf 
Where was thy pow'r to check a mother's rage ? 
Where was thy mercy, when her savage hand 
Unclos'd the jaws of slaughter on her chiidi^n f 
j£s* Oh I all-surpassingevill 
■ I Cole. When and how ? Oh, speak I 
TAea. A knife of sacrifice she seized, 
And in their tender bosoms plung'd its point I 
We found her planted near their wclt'ring limbs ; 
Her fiery eye- balls on their wounds were fix'd ; 
A ghastly triumph swell'd her wild revenge, 
And madness mingled smiles with horror 1 
jEs, Horror 
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Is my companion now! The race of Jason 

One common crime hath swallowM in its gulph I 

Thecu The goddess bowM in pity from her shrine ; 
When straight a voice, oracular in thunder, 
Whose awful clamour must have reach'd your ears, 
Peal'd o'er the rocking temple. * Impious Creon/ 
The voice proclaimed, * thy guilt hath fiU'd its mea- 
sure; 
• Then fall, thou victim to the gods of hell!* 

^s. Tremendous sentence I 

Thea, I, with fearful steps^ 
Haste to the palace. 

£s. Make me thy associate, 
And I to calm his violence will join. 

[Exeunt Theano andMson* 

Medea ruihmgftom tAe Tempie, Ph9S9,asLns/oU<nmng» 
t Cole, Behold, where, dropping with her children's 
blood, 
The lost Medea comes I 

Med. It is begun 1 
Now, to complete my vengeance, will I mount 
The burning chariot of my bright forefather; 
The rapid steeds o'er Corinth will I drive, 
And, with the scatter'd lightnings from their manes. 
Consume its walls, its battlements and tow'rs, 
Its princes, people, palaces, and temples I 
Then, as the flames embrace the purple clouds. 
And the proud city crumbles from its base, 
The demon of my rage and indignation, 
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All grim and wrapt in terror, shall bestride 
The mountainous embers, and denounce abroad 
To gods and men my wrongs, and my revenge I 

I Cole* How is thy wisdom exiPd from thy breast. 
Its native seat, nor leaves one trace behind 
To show it once was there I 
. Med, Weep'st thou, old man ? 
Ha I speak ; thou venerable mourner, speak 
Thy cause of anguish 1 Hadst thou not a daughter 
Wise like Minerva, like the morning fair, 
And once thy dearest comfort ? Hath she left thee. 
Left thy decrepid head for grief to seize 
And dash against the tomb ? " Weep, weep, old man, 
" The slight remainder of thy days exhaust 
*< In lamentation ; she is lost for ever, 
*« Lost to herself and thee : and never more 
*< Shalt thou the beauty of her face contemplate, 
.« Nor hear again the wisdom of her tongue." 

1 Cole. Thou dost mistake me for thy stern -^etes, 
I am but one among th' unnumbered Colchians, 
Who mourn in thee their nation's glory faU'n. 

Med. I well deserve this pity— yours— and yours. 
Who kindly weep around me. As I pass, 
I wade through seas of tears— I hear no sound 
But sighs and groans from sorrow- beaten breasts* 
Dishevqird fragments of uprooted hair^r . 
From the wild head of anguish fly about' met : . . 

Is it not fitting } When Medea mourns. 
Shall not ^he skies assume their blackest robes. 
And icowl upoa mankind } Medea sighs > 
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Shall not hell groan, and heav'n reply in thunder? 

It is the offspring of the Sun, who wrings 

Her helpless hands, who rends her scatter*d locks I 

My heart is cold — The thread of life unwinds. 
Now triumph, death — Thy conquest is Medea I 

\Sh€ sinks into the lap of a Phacacian, 

I Cole, Repose her harass'd limbs with tend' rest 
care. 
If this delirious transport be no more. 
Than some short tumult of the heated brain ; 
Refreshing sleep may cool that seat of thought. 
And wand'ring reason sojourn there again. 

Essay your vocal pow'r, harmonious mauds ; 
Some new and soothing modulation choose ; 
Dress in persuasive melody your numbers, 
Whose artful cadence frqm the breaking heart 
May steal its cares, an^ fold them in oblivion. 

A Phaeacian tuhiing towards the sea* 
Azure god, whose a6live waters \Trochaics». 

Beat with endless toil below. 
Calm the ruder blasts to slumber ; 

While to yonder grove, which bends 
Stately o'er thy shaded bosom, 

Softly- sighing gales aspire. 
And, ye zephyrs, which ascending 

Fan the plumy verdure there. 
Lulling whispers, drowsy murmurs 

Throngh the trembling foliage breathe 
0*er the wakeful brow of sorrow 

Care beguiling sleep to spread. 
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Or my gently-soothing measure 

On your downy pinions bear 
Through the grief- distempered spirit 

With dekision sweet to steal. 
Till, on music's lap dissolving, 

Madness lull its weary head. 
. 1 Cole. Your queen recovers, and her look serene 
Shows, the mild beam of reason shines anew. 

Med. Grief, as o'erlabour'd with its cruel office. 
Awhile is pausing, till its strength return. 
I will at least possess the short relief 
To see my infants. Sure, my faithful friends. 
From my sad heart no evils can erase 
Maternal gladness at my children's sight. 
Go, lead them from the temple— They wiU smile,,. 
And lift my thoughts to momentary joy. t{ .. 

Not gone, my virgins ? Wherefore this delay ? 
Why all aghast ? Why tremble thus your limbs ? 
Hal whence this blood? My hands are dipt in 

slaughter. 
Speak, ye dumb oractes of terror, speak I [Rising. 
Where are my children I My distracted brain 
A thousand dreadful images recalls 
Imperfeflly remember'd— Speak, I charge you \ 
Where are my children ?— Silent still and pale ! 

Enough— Fell pow'rs,your purpose is accomplish'd; 
Medea's sufferings are complete and full I 

1 Cole, The swelling passions struggle in her brcaat. 
And find no vent. My ever-honourM mistress, 
:this is the time for tears and exclamations. . 
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Mtd, Can exclamations down the wind conve/ 
From these retentive ears my children's groans ? 
Or can this murd'rous hand by tears be whiten'd ? 

** Hear, Neptune I o*er this citadel emerge 
** To reach my crime ; or send the pow'r of whirl- 
winds 
** To sweep my footsteps from the stable earth 1 
** In rapid flight to Caucasus transport 
** And fix me shiv'ring on the pointed rock I 
«* Let Nemesis revive the breathless clay 
*< Of my slain infants, to the rav'nous beak 
*• Their lips disfigure, and their tender fingers 
" Arm with the vulture's talons ; that their wounds 
*' May be imprinted on their mother's breast 
*« With Promethean torture, and her heart 
<..! blood bewail the error of her hand l" 
I Cp/c. It was the aA of ignorance and madness. 
Just Themis knows thy purity of mind, 
And will, with pity, cleanse that erring hand. 

Mtd, Not the disburthenM sluices of the skies. 
The wat'ry nereids with the ocean's store. 
Nor all the tears, which misery hath shed. 
Can from the mother wash her children's blood I 
Where shall I hide me from the piercing day \ 
What man will grant protection to my guilt. 
What god afford me safeguard to his altar? 
Thou must alone receive me, thou, O earth I 
Then, while I crush my bosom on thy surface. 
And grasp the dust within my struggling hands, 
Distain my limbs, and strike my head against thee. 
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At length in pity of my sufPrings sue 
The loit*ring gods to rear the friendly bolt. 
And close my sorrows on thy peaceful breast! 
I Cok> See Jason too unconscious of his loss I 

£ff/«r Jason. 

Jai, Is she restorM } 

1 Cole, Restor'd to full sensation 
Of her increased affli6iionSy there she lies. 

Jos. " They shall be soon diminish'd t fate at last 
*' Hath folded up its inauspicious scroll, 
** And fairer volumes open to our eyes. 
** I see, you doubt me all. That pale dejedtion 
«* Reveals distrust and fearl I tell you, Cokhians, 
«« Prophetic Themis from her spotless shrine, 
** When she unfolds the oracle of justice, 
** Fills not her priest with more enraptur'd fcnror, 
«* Than now her present deity supplies 
<* To my stability of soul, which marks 
** Success in prospe6t, and will show me still 
«< Not less than Jason in the brightest hour, 
«• Yourselves can witness, of his pass'd achievements." 
Perhaps she sleeps I {Looking attentively on, Medea* 

I Cole. Aht no. 

Jau Then, dearest woman. 
Look on me, hear me, trust me once again. 
I have resigaM Creiisa and her kingdom ; 
I have appeas'd my father ; Creon's wrath 
Is ineiTedhial now : then deign to cast 
One glance on Jason, on thy suppliant husband 
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Return'd in tears of penitence and shame^ 
fiut with redoubled tenderness and truth I 

Med, Oh I Jason — ^Thou and I have once been happyl 
What are we now ? 

7<w. Lei thy forgiving breath 
Revive my courage fetter'd yet and tame 
With thy displeasure j and my adive love 
Shall soon transport thee from this seat of wo ; 
Then, as we bound before the fav'ring gale. 
Shall fondly whisper, we may still be happy 1 

Med, [Starting upJ] Survey these hands! 

Jos, What blood is this? 

Mtd. Thy children's. . 

Jos, Inhuman Creon 1 could thy malice choose 
Mo other vi^lims than my blameless boys \ 
I come, incens'd Corinthians, to divulge 
This profanation through your madding streets; 
Myself will guide your torrent of revolt. 
And whelm its billows on this royal savage t 

Mtd. If heav'n had oflce meant kindly to Medea, 
&me tyrant had been found, some other hand. 
Than hers alone to spill her children's blood I 

The season for upbraiding is no more ; 
But kiiow, thou wretched like myself, that madness 
Arm'd my blind rage against them, and the deed 
Now weighs me down to everlasting night 1 

Jos. [^Falling on kis kntes,'\ O thou, whose equal ba* 
lance to mankind 
Distributes justice and restoring mercy. 
If pray'rs from this polluted l^reast may reach 
G 
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Thy pure abode, exert thy righteous pow'r; 

Drop thy assuaging pity on her heart ; 

On me exhaust the quiver of thy vengeance \ 

Mtd, Was not my portion of distresses large 
Ye pow'rs obdurate ? Hath this heart refus'd 
To sigh, these eyes been sparing of their streams } 
Impelled by indignation, still my spirit 
Would challenge your injustice, which requir'd 
My children's blood to mingle with my tears. 

Take back the mighty mind you fram'd to break. 
First rent by anguish, then by guilt deformM I 

[Draws a poniard, 

[A voice from the temple,"] Hold, offspring of the Sun j 
arise; repair 
To Juno's shrine j reply not, but obey. 

** Med. Malignant goddess, to prolong wy pain^ 
*^ Dost thou unbrace the firmness of my arm I 

^* [She drops the dagger. 
*' TeSy to accuse thee at tfy shrine Icome / — 
** The guardian thou of marriage, hast permitted 
** The violation of connubial Jaith ; 
<< And from that shrine didst pity less behold 
** The fruit of marriage by a mother's hand 
" Dashed on thy pavement I [Thunder and lightning. 

" Tes, amidst thy lightnings 
«' And triple bolted thunder shalt thou hear 
** My execrations toprovohe thy terrors j 
" Who, single auth\ess of Medea's wrongs^ 
** Dost now suspend the period of her woes, [Exit Med,*^ 

Jos. Celestial presence, I adore thy grcatnws \ 
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Yet thy tremendous voice, which rocks thesebulwarks. 
Appals not me, who bid destruction welcome 1 
Hope, which cements the stru6lure of the heart, 
From mine is moulder'd, and despair is lodg*d 
Within the ruins. \HefaUH 

Enter Lycandbr* 

Lye* Gods ! what new reverse 
Hath cast the first of heroes to the earth ? 
Thy mariners expefl thee ; haste away* 
Too high the ferment rises I Oh ! recall 
Theano*s last presage of black events I 
The wild impatience of religious rage 
Stings ev'ry bosom I " Our Corinthian dames 
«* Range through the streets with torches in their 

hands, 
«« Invoking Juno, hymeneal Juno 1 
*< An impulse more than natural direfls 
<« Those armed numbers to some hid«ous a6l! 
** They breathe demoniac fury on the palace! 
** Should Creon meet them he must fall." Rise, 

prince ; 
I must attend thy flight. Our timely absence 
Will save our streets from homicide I 

Jas, No, death may reach me too I 

Lyc» For pity—Ha ! the skies 
Share in our tumult, and a bloody veil 
Hangs o'er the sick'ning sun ! The air wheels round us I 
Grim Neptune yonder shakes his stormy triden^ 1 r . 
Cij 
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That alNtranscending woman lAto climes 
Remote, but whither is from thee coaceard 1 

\TAunder. 
«* Enter Medea in a Chariot. 

** Med. Fine breathing couriers through thejields of air ^ 
** Arrest your course obedient to this wand ; 
*^ Ahl what detains me ionger in the sight 
<< 0/ hateful Corinth? but on thee to cast 
** A parting looh^ and some forgiving tears^ 
** Shed on thy errors^ fason'—^OhyfartweUl 
^< Constrained by jfuno^ and my parent gods^ 
** Who have subdu*dmy anger y not my griefs 
** 0*er seas and earth to wander and explore 
** The devious steps of destiny I goi [Thunder. 

" [Exit in the chariot." 

Jas, Heav'n guide her fortunes. This shall govern 
mine. [Offers to fall on his szoord^ but is prevenUd* 

Thea, Unmanly desperation I Will the grave 
Hide thy disgrace, or ilUtongu'd rumour die, 
When thou art ashes \ No. Recall thy manhood I 
Thou hast a father's kingdom to redeem I 
Oo, save a nation ! These afflidled maids, 
These aged Coichians, to their homes restore. 
Thus shall the censure, which thy frailty merits. 
Be chang'd to blessings on thy gen'rous deeds, 
And time's light finger loosen from thy breast 
Its root of care, till peace of mind return I 

[Exeunt omnex. 
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TO 

THE RIGrfT HONOURABLE 

PHILIP DORMER STANHOPE, 
EARL OF CHESTERFIELD. 



MY LORDy 

t,NCOURAGED by the favourable opinion of many 
aitiongtke most ingenious of my friends, but particu- ' 
''larly animated by your Lordship's approbation, I pen" 
ivred to bring this Play on the Stage, even after it had 
been refused where I first intended it should appear. 
As the reception it met with from the Public hath am'" 
fly justified your Lordship's sentiments concerning 
it, permit me to, taJ<e this opportunity of presenting 
it to You, as an unfeigned testimony of the respect I 
bear for your Lordship's distinguished merit, and as a 
grateful, though unequal^ return for tlie many favours, 
which it is my pride to own, I have received from 
your hands. For I do not mean, my Lord, in this 
address, to offend your delicacy by a needless pane 
gyric upon Your character, which will be deliver' d 
down with admiration to latest posterity, but to do 
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the highest honour to my own, hjr thus publishing to 
the %vorid, that I have not been thought unwonhyi&e 
Javour and patronage of the Earl of CJiestetfieUL 

I am', 

ny^Lord, 

iflth great Respect, 
j^our Lordship's 

most obliged and 
obedient humble Servant, 
R. DODSLET. 



PREFACE 

TO THE THIRD EDITION. 



Ak impetfta hint tsmnis tho Fftbic^ tht Miowine Tragedy, 
WM Ukmfiom die Legend of St. Gcaevieye written origintlly 
in French* and tran lated into English about an hundred yeart 
ago by Sir WitHam Lower. The first sketch of it, consisting 
then of Three A&.t only» was shewn to Mr. Pope two or three 
years before his death* who inform'd me that in his very early 
youth, he had attempted a Tragedy on the same subjedl, which 
he afterwards destroyed ; and he advised me to extend my plan 
to Five Ads. 

It lay by me, however, for some years» before I pursu'd it ; 
discourag'd by (he apprehension of fatliiig in the attempt : but 
happening at last to discover a method of altering and extending 
it, I resum'd my design ; and as leisure from my other avoca- 
not» peripitced, have brought it to its present sute. 

I cannot omit this opportunity of repeating my acknowledg- 
ment! ID the Public for the continuance of their candid reception 
to these imperfed scenes. The Performers also are entitled 
to my thanks, for their diligent application to their respedive 
parts, and for their just, and forcible manner of representing 
them. 

I have endeavoured in this third]; edition to avail myself of 
every material objedion that hath come to my knowledge, as far 

■J Printed in x 759. 
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as I could do so without totally alterii^ the fable { not indeed 
with the vain hope of producing at last a faultless piece, but in 
order to render it in fome degree less unworthy of that indulgence 
with which it has been honour 'd. I have only to add, that if it 
should be aded another season* I could wish it might be studied 
from the present copy, as I hope it is not only move conredt, but 
lomewhat improved. 
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This Play, the prodii6lion of one of the greatest 
proteftors of letters in others, and a man of no mean 
powers himself, is built in part upon the old French 
legend of St. Genevieve, 

DoDSLEY offered it to GarricIc, but the manager 
declined it for a cause to him sufficient — it contained 
no character -expressly suited to his own great powers. 

To the other house, therefore, it was taken, and 
in 1758 afled with universal applause. Miss Bel- 
lamy sustained the trying character of the principal, 
and in the conclusive scenes of maternal agony over 
her murdered child harrowed the hearts of the audi- 
ence with powers then at their height, and by many 
conceived of the highest excellence. 

The whole of this Drama is chastely written ; wifh 
no aim after decorative pomp, or figurative anguish. 
Nature presides over the whole, and didlatcs 
through a tender mind every sentiment of Cleone. 

The distress is perhaps too horrible for female 
minds to bear ; — the maternal feelings are those 
^hich vibrate with the greatest keenness of sensation. 

b]j 



PliOLOGUE. 
By William Melmoth, Esq. 



Spoken by Mr. Ross. 
TWAS once the mode inglorious war to wage 
With t&ch bold bard that durst /Utempt tie Uagt^ 
And Prologues were but preludes to engage. 
Then mounCd the Muse not stored woes alone^ 
Condemned to weep^ with tears vnfeign^d^ her own* 
Past are those hofiiU days : aud wits no more 
One undisdngviskedfaU with fools depUre* 
Mf more the Muse iaments her Ung-Jklt wrongs^ 
From' the rude licence of tumultuous tongues : 
In peace each bard prefers his dsubtfid daim^ 
And as he merits, meets, or misses. Fame. 
' Twas thus in Greece {when Greece fair science blesi^ 
And Heav*n'bom arts their chosen landpossestj 
Th* assembled people sate with decent pride^ 
Patient to hear, and shiljul to decide ; 
Less forward far to censure than to praise^ 
Unwillingly refused the rival Bays. 
Yes ; they whom candour and true taste inspire^ 
Blame not with half the passion they admire ^ 
Each little blemish with regret descry. 
But marh the beauties udth a raptured eye. 
Yet modest fears iaoade our Author^s breast^ 
With Attic lorcf or Latian, allunblest; 
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Denyd by Fate through classic fields to stray^ 

WAere bloom those imeaths which never know decay : 

Where arts new force from kindred arts acquire^ 

And poets catch from poets genial fire. 

Not thus he boasts the breast humane to provey 

And touch those springs zvAich generous passions movef 

To rrult the soul by scenes of fabled woj 

And bid the tear for fancy^ d sorrows fiow ; 

Far humbler paths he treads in qurst of fame j 

And trusts to Nature what from Nature came. 
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Isabella, her companion^ • • • Mrs. Elmy. 
A Chi LD about fve years old. 
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ACTL SCENE L 

A Room in Sifroy's House. Enter Glanvxlle and 
Isabella. 

dafOfiUe* 
What means this diffidence, this idle fear ? 
Have I not given thee proof my heart is thine ? 
Proof that I mean to sanftify our joys 
By sacred wedlock ? Why then doubt ray truth ? 
Why hesitate, Xvhy tremble thus to join 
In deeds, which justice and my love to thee 
Alone inspire ? If we are one, our hopes, 
Our views, our interests ought to be the same. 
And canst thou tamely see this proud Sifroy 
Triumphant lord it o'er my baffled rights ? 
Those lafe acquired demesnes, by partial hand 
Consigned to him, in equity are mine. 

hab. The story oft Pve heard : yet sure Sifroy 
Hath every legal title to that wealth 
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By will bequeath'd ; and childless should he die, 
The whole were thine. Wait then till time— 

Glan. Art thou. 
My Isabella, thou an advocate 
For him whose hand, with felon-arts, with-holds 
Those treasures which I covet but for thee ? 
Where is thy plighted faith ? — ^thy vows ? — thy truth ? 

hab. Forbear reproach ! — O Glanville, love to thee 
Hath robb*d me of -my truth — scduc'd me on 
From step to step, till virtue quite forsoek me. 
False if I am, *tis to myself, not thee ; 
Thou hast my heart, and thou shait guide my will, 
Obedient to thy wishes- 

Glan. Hear me then — 
This curst Sifroy stands in my fortune's way; 
I must remove him. — ^Well 1 know his weakness — 
His fiery temper favours my design. 
And aids the plot that works his own undoing. 
Yet whilst far off remov'd, he leads our troops, 
The nation's doughty chief, he stands secure, 
Beyond the reach of ray avenging hand. 
But this will force him home— I have convey 'd. 
By Ragozin his servant, whom I sent 
On other business, letters which disclose 
His wife's amour with Paulet. 

Isab. Ah t tho' me 
Thou hast convinc'd, and I believe her false, 
Think'st thou Sifroy will credit the report ? 
Will not remembrance of her seeming truth, 
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Her artful modesty, and a6^ed fondness. 
Secure the easy confidence of love ? 
. Glan. I know it ought not. Weak nuist be the man 
Who builds his hopes on auch deceitful ground. 
Paulct h young, not destitute of passion ; 
Her husband absent, they are oft together : 
Then she Hath charms to warm the coldest breast. 
Melt the most rigid virtue into love, 
And tempt the firmest fnendthip to be frail. 
All this I've urg'd, join'd with such circumstance. 
Such -strong presumptive proof, as cannot fail 
To shake the firm fonndati&ns of his trust. 
This once accomplishM, his own violence 
And heated rage, will urge him to commit 
Some desperate a^, and plunge him into tuin* 

hob. But grant thou shouldst succeed, what will 
ehsue ? 
Suppose him dead, doth he not leave an heir, 
An infant son, that will prevent thy claim \ 

Gkm. That bar were easily remov'd.-rrBut soft. 
Who's here ? 'Tis Ragozin return'd. 

Enter Ragozin. 

Clan. Whflt news, 
Dear Ragozin } How did Sifroy receive 
My letters ? Speak — My vast impatience would 
Know all at once.-^What does his rage intend ? 

Rag, All you could wish. A whirlwind is but weak 
To the wild storm that agitates his breast. 
At first indeed he deubted«-swore 'twas falser 
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Impossible— But as he read, his looks 

Grew fierce ; pale horror trembled on his cheek; I 

she is vile !— -It must, it must be so — ! 
Glanville is just, is good, and scorns to wrong hei^ 

1 know his friendship, know his honest heart- 
Then falling, sobb*d in speechless agony. | 

Glaa* Good, very good!— I knew 'twould galW 
proceed. \ 

Rag. His smothered grief at length burst forth '% 
rage. 
He started from the floor — ^he drew his sword— 1 
And fixing it with violence in my grasp — \ 

Plunge this, he cry'd, O plunge it in the heart j 
Of that vile traitor, Paulet ! — ^Yet forbear — | 

That exquitite revenge my own right hand | 

Demands, aor will I give it to another ! • I 

This said — piish*d on by rage, he to her sire ' 

Dispatched a letter, opening to hijn all | 

Her crimoy and his dishonour. This to you. 

- ^ [Gives a Utten 

Glan, How eagerly he runs into the toils, i 

Which I have planted for his own destruiStion !-— ' 
Dear Ragozin, success sl>all double all ' 

My promises ; and now we are embark'dy 
We must proceed, whatever storms arise. 

Isab. But rea(jl the letter. . 

[Glanville cpens the letter and reads* 

" Tho*. thou hast stabb'd me to the heart, I cannot 
" but thank thy goodness for tlie tender regard thou 
" hast shewn iQ my honour. The traitor Paulet >hall 
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* die by my own hand : that righteous vengeance must 
jcjifttl be mine. Mean time, forbid the villain's entrance 

■ to my house. As to her who was once my wife, let 
f^L'|her go to her father's, to whom I have written ; 
jjjj^r leaving it to him to vindicate her virtue, or conceal 

fher^hame. I am in too much confusion to add more. 

^1 «SlFROY.'» 

(lis is enough— by Heaven ! I sought no more. 
^ |jji|is the point at which my wishes aim'd. 
'le death of Paulet must include his own j 
itice will take that life my injuries seek, 
ir shall suspicion cast one glance on me. 
t does he purpose soon to leave the army, 
let his vengeance sleep ? 
ig. All wild he raves, 
t honour should forbid to quit his charge* 
what resolves the tumult in Ms brea&t 
ay urge, is hard to say. 
Gian. We must prepare 
^jj »r his arrival ; well I know his. rage 

ill burst all bounds of prudence. Thou, my friend, 
^ or from the hour which shall complete our business, 
^y servitude shall cease) be diligent 
5 watch all accidents, and well improve 
liatever chance may rise. 

Rag. Trust to my care. [Extu 

JGlan. Now, Isabella! now th' important hour 
^^0 prove my truth, arises to my wish. 
I,i) longer shah thou live the humble friend 
\d 3 
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Of this Cteone, but, her equal born» 
Shalt rise by me to grace aa equal sphere. 

Is^. Her equal born I am — nor can my heart 
A keener pang than base dependence feel. 
Yet weak by nature, and in fear for thee, 
I tremble for th* event. — ^O shoujldst thou fail— 

Glan. To me, my Isabella, trust the proof 
Of her concealed amour. 1 know full weU 
Her modesty is mere disguise^ assum'd 
To cheat the world f but it deceivea act me. 
I shall unveil her latent wickedness. 
And pa her midnight reveb pour the day. 

Isab, Scarce can my heart give credilb— 

Glan^ Thou, alas, 
Art blinded by the semblance she displays 
Of truth and innocence ; but I explore 
Her inmost soul, and in her secret thoughts 
Read wantonness. Believe me, this gay youtht 
Mask'd in the guise of -friendship to Sifroy,. 
Is her vile paramour. But I forget ; 
Tdi Ragozin, my lave, to wait without ; 
This business asks dispatch, and I may want 
His useful aid. 

Isab, I go \ but still my heart 
Beats anxious, lest the truth of rfiy suspicionf 
Should fail of proof. C^atf Isabella. 

Glan, Fear nothing, I'm, secuare.— • 
Fond, easy fool '. whom for my use alone. 
Not pleasiire, rveensnar»d; thou little diream'st, 
That fir'd with fair Cleonc's heaven of charms, 
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I burn for their enjoyment. There, there too, 

Did this Sifroy, this happy hated rival, 

Defeat the first warm hopes that fir'd my bosom* 

I mark'd her beauties rising in their bloom, 

Andpurpos'd for myself the rip'ning sweetness; 

But ere my hand could reach the tempting fruit, 

'Twas ravish*d from its eager grasp. And, oh I 

Would. fate at last permit me to prevail, 

Vengeance were satisfy'd. I will attend her ; 

And urge my suit, tho' oft repuls'd, once more. 

If she's obdurate still, my slighted love 

Converts to. hatred : I will then exert 

The power which her deluded lord hath given, 

Drive her this instant hence, and in her flight. 

To glut my great revenge, she too shall fall. {^Exit* 

SCENE HI. 

danges to another Room. Enter C l E o n e , and a Servant, 
' Cle, Paulet i my husband's friend I give him ad- 
mittance; 
His friendship sympathizes with my love, 
Cheers me by talking of my absent lord, 
And sooths my heart with hopes of his return. 

Enter Paulet. 
Pau. Still do these low'ring clouds of sorrow shade 
Cleone^s brow, and sadden all her hours } 
Cle. Ah Paulet ! have I not just cause to mourn i 
C 
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Three tedious years have past since these sad eyes 
Beheld my dear Sifroy : and the stern b«ow 
Of horrid war still frowns upon my hopes. 

Pau* The fate of war, 'ti^ true, hath long detaoa'd 
My noble friend from yotir fond arms and mine : 
But his redoubted sword by this last stroke 
Must soon reduce the foe to sue for peace. 
The gallant chief who led the barbarous host, 
And was himself their soul, is fallen in battle^ 
Slain by the valiant hand of your Sifroy. 

CU, To me, alas, his courage seems no virtue : 
Dead to all joy, but what his safety givesy 
To every hope, but that of his return, 
I dread the danger which his valour seeks, 
And tremble at his glory. O good Heaven I 
Restore him soon to these unhappy arms, 
Or much I fear, they'll never more enfold him. 

Pan. What means Cleone ? No new danger can 
Affright you for my friend. I fear your breast 
Beats with the dread of some impending ill, 
Threatening yourself. Now, by the love that binds 
My heart to your Sifroy, let me entreat. 
If my assistance can avail you aught, 
That, to the utmost hazard of my life, 
You will command my service. 

CU, Kind Heaven, I thank thee ! My Sifroy hath yet 
One faithful friend. O Paulet — but to thee, 
The many virtues that adorn the mind 
Of my lov'd lord, and made me once so blest, 
*Twere needless to display. la mine alone 
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His happtfiesB was plac'd ; no grief, no care 
Came ever near my bosom ; not a pain 
But what his tenderness partaking, sooth'd. 
All day with fondness would he gaze upon me^ 
And to my listening heart repeat such things, 
Ai only love like his knew how to feel. 
O my Sifroy 1 when, when wilt thou return ? 
Alas, thou know'st not to what bold attempts 
Thy unsuspecting virtue has betray 'd me ! 

Pa». What danger thus alarms Cleone's fear ? 

Qe. I am asham'd to think, and blush to say. 
That in my husband's absence this poor form. 
These eyes, or any feature should retain 
The power to please — ^but Glanville well you know— 

Pau» Sure you suspeft not him of base designs ! 
He tvears the semblance of much worth and honour. 

C/e. So to the eye the speckled serpent wears 
A shining beauteous form ; but deep within. 
Foul stings and deadly poisons lurk unseen. 
O Baulet, this smooth serpent hath so crept 
Into the bosom of Sifroy, so wound 
Himself about my love's unguarded heart. 
That he believes him harmless as a dove. 

Pau, Good Heaven, if thou abhorr'st deceit, why 
suffer 
A villain's face to wear the look of virtue ? 
Who would have thought his loose desires had flown 
So high a pitch ? — Have you imparted aught 
Of his attempts to I sabeiia ? 

ac. No. 

Cij 
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Pau, I had suspicion his designs were there. 
Gfe. I 've thought so too : nay have some cause to fear 
That she's his wife. This hath restrain'd my tongue. 

Pau. 'Tis well if she deserve your tenderness. 
But say, Cleone, let me know the means. 
Which this most impious man, this trusted friend. 
Hath taken to betray — 
Cie, I hear his voice ; 
And this way he diredls his hated steps. 
Retire into that room-— he seldom fails 
To hint his bold desires. Your self perhaps 
May thence deteft him, and by open shame 
Deter him from persisting. [Paulet goes into the room, 

EnUr G L AH viLLE, 
Gian. I greet you, lady, with important news ; 
The Saracens are beaten — ^yet Sifroy, 
Coldly negle6^ful of your blooming charms. 
Pursues a remnant of the flying foe 
To strong Avignon's walls, where shelter'd safe, 
The hardy troops may bear a tedious siege. 
Why then, Cleone, should you still resist 
The soft entreaties of my warm desire ? 
Methinks the man but ill deserves your truth. 
Who leaves the sweet Elysium of your arms 
Tq tread the dangerous fields of horrid war. 

Ck. And what, O Glanville, what dost thou deserve i 
Thou, who with treachery repay'st the trust 
Of sacred friendship } Thou, who but to quench . * 
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A loose desire, a lawless passion's rage, 
Would'st banisli truth and honour from thy breast ? 
Clan. Honour! — ^What's honour ^ A vain phantom 
rais*d 
To fright the weak from tasting those delights. 
Which Nature's voice, that law supreme, allows. 
Be wise, and laugh at all its idle threats, 
fiesides, with me your fame would be secure. 
Discretion guards my name from censure's tongue. 

CZr. And dost thou call hypocrisy, discretion i 
Say'st thou that vice is wisdom ? Glanville, hear me. 
With thee, thou say'st, my fame would be secure j 
Unsully'd by the world. It might. Yet know, 
Tho* hid beneath die center of the earth, 
Remov'd from envy's eye, and slander's tongue, 
Nay from the view of Heaven itself conceal'd. 
Still would I shun the very thought of guilt. 
Nor wound my secret conscience with reproach. 

Gian^ Romantic all 1 Come, come, why were you 
form'd 
So tempting fair; whygrac'd with ev'ry charm, 
With eyes that languish, limbs that move with grace- 
Why were these beauties given you, but to soothe 
The sweet, the strong sensations they excite ? 
Why were you made so beauteous, yet so coy ? 

ZQffers to embrace her, she puts him by with disdain. 

CU. Base hypocrite I why rather wert thou sufier'd 
Beneath fair virtue's mien to hide a heart 
So vile ? Why this, good Heaven ! But dost thou think 
Thy foul devices shall be sfU '-onceard ? 
Ciij 
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Sifroy sTiall know thcc ; thy detested crime 
Shall stand reveal' d in all its horrid form. 

Glan. Is love a crime ? O ask your feeling hear^— 
[Paulet bttrsU from the room* 

Pau. Villain, desist ! 

Glan, Ha ! Paulet here ! — ^»Tis well : 
He is her minion then \ 'Tis as I guess'd ; 
My letters to Sifroy traduc'd them not. [^Aside. 

Pau, Vile hypocrite ! — ^what I lurk such warm desires 
Beneath that sober mask of sanftity ? 
Is this the firm undoubted honesty, 
In which Sifroy confiding, sleeps secure ? 

Glan, And is it fit that thou should'st le6ture vice ? 
Thou who, even here, this moment wert conceal'd. 
The favorite objedt of lewd privacy ? 
Should'st thou declaim against the rich repast. 
Thy gluttonous appetite alone enjoys 
To all the heights of luxury ? — Sweet lady ! 
Who now shall stand reveal'd before Sifroy ? 
But I have long, long known your intercourse,. 
Nor wanted clearer proof to speak your crimes. 

IGoing. 

CU, O heaven and earth I 

Pau, Stay, monster ! by high Heaven, 
Thy life shall answer this vile calumny. 

Glan. Dream not I fear I — ^thy threatenings I despise. 
Soon I'll return, to thine and her confusion. 

[Exit Glanville. ; 

Cfe. What have I done ? unhappy rash concealment I , 
This may, alas I give colour to his charge. 
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Pau. He dares not wrong you ivith the least sur« 
mise, 
The slightest imputation on your fame ! 
Nor would the world believe him. Your fair deeds. 
The constant tenor of your virtuous life, 
Would triumph o'er th' audacious talc, 

Or. Ah, Paulet! 
The sting of slander strikes her venom deep. 
An envious world with joy devours the talc. 
That stains with infamy a spotless name. 
Vet what's the vain opinion of the world I 
To keep one voice, one single heart's esteem, 
Is all my wish. If my Sifroy but think^^ 

Pau. Wound not your peace with vain ungrounded 
fears. 
My friend is noble, knows your virtues well 5 
Nor will he suffer jealousy to shake 
His generous mind with doubt. And for that wretch, 
This arm shall give him chastisement. 

Or. Ah! no; 
I fear the chastisement of Glanville's guilt 
May loose the tongue of censure on my innocence. 
And can I bear, now, in my husband's absence, 
The whisper'd falsehood of malicious tales. 
That cast a doubt on his Cleone's truth ? 
rather leave his punishment to Heaven I 
At least defer it till my lord'sr return. 

Pan. And shall the man I love return, and find 
A villain unchastis'd, who in my sight 



Presumptuous dai'd to wound his iiODOur ! 
It must not, shall not be. 

Re-enter K^LLiHYihhZ taUk Ragozin. 

Glan. Mark me, young Sir» 
*Tis with authority that I forbid 
Your entrance in this house. Sifroy, convinc'd 
Of all your secret trimes with that vile wanton. 
Spurns from his door the fakdiood he disdains. 

Cle, Let me not hear it ! I ! am i a wanton ? 
Does my dear lord think his Ckone vile ? 

Glan. He knows it well. 

Pau, Villain, *tis false ! He scorns 
So mean a thouglit. 
• Glan, To silence every doubt. 
See his own hand. 

Pau. [Shewing the Utter toKngCfKiti.1 Say, whence is 
this } who brought it ? 

Rag. I brought it from my master. 

Glan* Look upon it. 

[Cleone end Pallet look ootr it, 

CU, Am I then banish'd from my hudaand's houset 
Branded with infamy! — was once his wife I 
Unkind Sifroy ! am I not still thy wife ? 
Indeed thy faithful wife 1 «nd when thou know'st, 
As know thou wilt, how falsely I'm accus'd. 
This cruel sentence sure will pierce thy heart. 

Pau» Amazement strikes me dumb 1-— This impious 
scroll 
Is forg'd. Sifroy, tho' rash, is noble, just, 
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And good. Too good, too nobje ta permit - 
So mean a thought to harbour in his breast. 

Cfe. No : 'tis his hand — ^his seal. And can I bear 
Suspicion ! Ah 1 Sifroy, didst thou not know 

My heart incapable 

Pau. Licentious wretch ! 
At what fell mischief has thy malice aim'd ? 

GUm. At thine and her dete6lion, which at length 
I have accomplish'd. 

Pau. Impudent and vain 1 
Think' st thou Cleone's virtue, her fair truth. 
Can suffer taint from thy unhallow'd breath ? 
Were they not proof but now against thy arts ? 

Glan* Mistaken man I To gain one personal proof 
Of her incontinence, that feign'd attempt 
Was made ; all other proof I had before. 
And why I fail'd thou know'st ; 
Who in her private chamber close conceal'd, 
Mad'st it imprudent she should then comply. 

CU. Detested slanderer 1 I despise thy baseness ; 
Disdain reply ; and trust in Heaven's high hand 
To dash thy bold designs. \^Exit Cleone» 

Pau. IfVAispertng,'] Observe me, Sir — 
This ij>sult on the honour of my friend 
Must be chastis'd. At morning's earliest dawn, 
Ii> the close vale, behind the castle's wall. 
Prepare to meet me arm'd. 

Gian. Be well assur'd 
I will not' fail. lExit Paulet* 

Yet stoy — ^Icit Prudence guide me 
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Courage, what hH t — ^*tis folly's boisterous rashnesS| 
And draws its owner into hourly dangers. 
I hold it safer he were met to-night. \^Aside* 

Thou see'st, my Ragozin, we arc embark'd 
Upon a troubled sea : our safeties now 
Depend on boldly stemming every wave. 
That might overwhelm our hopes. Paulct must die- 
He's dangerous, and not only may defeat 
Pur enterprise, but bring our lives in hazard. 

Rag. Shall we not frustrate thus your first design. 
To make the law subservient to your aims 
Against the hfc and fortunes of Sifroy ? 
^ Glan. Leave that to me. Sifroy, full well I know, 
Will soon arrive. Thou, when the gloom of ni^t 
Shall cast a veil upon the deeds of men, 
Trace Paulet's steps, and in his bosom plunge 
Thy dagger's point : thus shall thy care prevent 
His future babbling ; and to prove the deed 
Upon Sifroy, be mine. 

Rag, He dies this night. 

Glan, Let thy first blow make sure his death. 
So shall no noise dete6t thee. Hither strait 
Convey his corpse, which secretly interred 
Within the garden's bound, prevents discovery, 
•Till I shall spring the mine of their destru6lion. 

Rag» He shall not live an hour. [Exit Ragozin. 

Glan. Hence, hence remorse 1 
I must not, will not feel thy scorpion sting. 
Yet hell is in my breast, and all its fiends 
Distract my resolutions. — I am ptung'd 
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In biood» and must wade thr»' : fto- safety now 
But on the farther shore. Come then, revenge, 
Ambitioa come, and dbaippointed lore ; 
Be you my dread companion : steel, O steel 
My heart with triple firmness, nerve my arm 
With tenfold strength, and guide it to achieve 
The deeds of terror which yourselves inspir'd. 



ACT II. SCENE I. 

A Rcom in Sifrot'^ House, Glanville and 
Isabella. 

GiamniU. 
Sure the dark haiid of death ere this hath dos'd 
The prying eyes of Paulet, and sccur*d 
Our bold attempt from danger. But hast thou» 
Free from suspicion, to Cleone's^hand 
Convey'd the letter, forg'd against myself, 
Pressing her instant flight, and branding me « 

With black designs against iKr life i 

hob, I have ; 
Pretending 'twas received from hands unknown. 
But lurks no danger here I Will not this letter, 
Discover'd after death, thy guilt betray ? 

Glan. There am I guarded too. The deed once done, 
A deep enormous cavern in the wood 
Receives her body, and for ever hides. 
But she perus'd, thou say'st, the letter— Well--. 
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How wrought it ?— Say — ^this moment will she fly \ 
Success in thisy and all shall be our own. 

hob. Silent she paus*d — and read it o'er and o*er. 
Then lifting up her eyes — Forgive him, Heaven ! 
Was all she said. But soon her rising fear 
Resolv'd on quick escape. Suspicion too. 
That all her servants are by thee corrupted. 
Prompts her to fly alone, save with -her child. 
The young Sifroy, whom clasping to her breast. 
And bathing with a flood of tears, she means. 
Safe from thy snares, to shelter with her father. 

Glan. Just as I hop'd-^Beneath the friendly gloom 
Of Baden wood, whose unfrequented shades 
They needs must pass to reach her father's house, 
I have contrived, and now ordain their fall. 
Kindly she plans her scheme, as tho' herself 
Were my accomplice. 

hak* As we parted, tears 
Gush*d from her eyes — she closely press'd my hand. 
And hesitating cry*d — O Isabella I 
If 'tis not now too late, beware of Glanville* 
I scarce could hold from weeping. 

Glan. Fool ! root out 
That weakness, which unfits th' aspiring soul 
For gr«at designs. But hush ! who's here \ 

£nt^RAGOZiN«. 

Glcai, Say, quickly — 
Is our first work achiev'd \ 
Rag^ Successfully. 
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'With two bold ruffians, whose assisting hands 
Were hir'd to make the business sure, I trac'd 
His steps with care ; and in the darksome path 
Which leads beside the ruin*d abby's wall, 
With furious onset suddenly attacked him. 
Instant he drew, and in ray arm oblique 
Tix*d a slight wound ; but my associates soon 
Perform'd their office ; and betwixt them borne, 
I left him to an hasty burial, where 
You first directed. 

Glan, We are then secure 
From his dete^ion ; and may now advance 
With greater safety. O my Ragozin, 
But one step more remains, to plant our feet 
On this Sifroy's possessions ; and methinks 
Kind opportunity now points the path 
Which. leads us to our wish. 

Rag* Propose the means. 

Glan. This hour Cleone with her infant boy, 
Borrowing faint courage from the moon*s pale beam. 
Prepares to^ek the mansion of her father. 
Thou know*st the neighbouring wood through which 
they pass. 

Rag. I know each path and every brake. 

Glan, There hid 
In secret ambush> thou must intercept 
Her journey. 

Rag. And- direft her to the world 
Unknown. 

Glan. Thou read*st my meaning right. Go thou 
D 
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To hasten her departure, and to keep \% Isabella. 
Her fears awake. 

Isab, Already she believes 
Her life depends upon her instant flight. 

[Exit Isabdbu 

Glan. And haply ours. Each moment that she lives 

Grows dangerous now ; and should she reach her 

father. 
All may be lost. Let therefore no delay 
Hang on thy foot-steps : terror wings her flight : 
Our danger calls at least for equal speed. 

Rag* They *scape me not. I know the private path 
They needs must tread thro' Baden's lonesome wood. 
And death shall meet them in the dreary gloom. 

Glan. Meantime, soon as she leaves her house, I xaiae. 
From whispering tongues, a probable report. 
That she with Paulet seeks some foreign shore. 
This will confirm her guilt, and shelter us 
From all suspicion. 

Rag, True ; both gone at once 
Will give an air of truth so plausible-—— 
Gtan* Hark! hush! 
Rag, Who is it ? 
GUm, *Tis Clcone's voice ! 
This way she comes — ^we must not now be seen. 
Fly to thy post, and think on thy reward. [fxootf. 

Lnttr Clbone with her Child. 
Cle, No Paulet to be found ! Misfortune sure 
Prevents his friendship \ and I dare not wait 
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For his assistance. Friendless and alone 
I wander forth. Heaven my sole guide, and truth 
My sole support. But come, my little love. 
Thou wilt not leave me. 

Child. No, indeed I won't ! 
ni love you, and go with you cwtry where. 
If you will let me. 

CU» My sweet innocent ! 
Thou shalt go with me. I've no comfort left 
But thee. I had — I had a husband once. 
And thou a father. — But we're now cast out 
From his protection, banish'd from his love. 

Ckild. Why won^t he love us \ Sure I've heard yoa< 
say. 
You lov'd him dearly. 

CU. O my bursting heart I 
His innocence will kill me. So I do, 
My angel, and I hope you'll love him too. 

Child. Yes, so I will, if he'll love you : and can't 
I make h'm love you } 

Clc. Yes, my dear J for how 
Could he withstand that sweet persuasive look 
Of infant innocence I ^ 

Ckild. O then he shall, 
If ever I do see him, he shall love yeu. 

Cle, My best, my only friend! and wilt thou plead 
Thy poor wrong'd mother's cause I 
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£B£er Isabella. 

bob. Dear Madam, haste ! why thus delay your 
flight. 
When dangers rise around } 

CUm Indeed, my steps 
Will linger, Isabella. — O 'tis hard- 
Alas, thou canst not tell how hard it is— 
To leave a husband's house so dearly lov'd ! 
Yet go I Ihust — ^my life is here unsafe. 
Pardon, good Heaven, the guilt of those who seek it ! 
I fear not death : yet fain methinks would live 
To clear my truth to my unkind Sifroy. 

liob. O doubt not, Madam, he will find the truth. 
And banish from his breast this strange suspicion. 
But haste, dear lady, wing your steps with haste. 
Lest death should intercept 

Clt* And must I go ? 
Adieu, dear mansion of my happiest years ! 
Adieu, sweet shades! each well-known bower, adieu! 
Where I have hung whole days upon his words. 

And never thought the tender moments long 

All, all my hopes of future peace, farewell 1 

[Throws hersdf on her knees. 
But, O great Power! who bending from thy throne 
Look'st down with pitying eyes on erring man. 
Whom weakness blinds, and passions lead astray, 
Impute not to Sifroy this cruel wrong ! 
O heal his bosom, wounded by the darts 
Oi lying slander> and restore to bin) 
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That peace, which I must never more regain. \Riies. 
Come, my dear Jotc, Heaven will, I trust, pr<>te6t 
And guide oar wandering steps ! Yet stay— who knows. 
Perhaps my father too, if slandejr's voice 
Hath reached his ear, may chide cne from his door. 
Or spurn me from his fecft !— My sickening heart 
Dies in me at that thoaght 1 Yet surely he 
Will hear me speak! A parent sure, will not 
Reje6t his child unheard ! 

Imb. He surdy will not. Whence these groundless 
fears? 

CU. Indeed I am to blame, to -doubt his goodness. 
Farewell, my friend 1 — ^And oh, wiicn thou ^alt see 
My still beiov'd Sifroy ; «ay, I forgive hira^ — 
Say I but live to dear my truth to him; 
Then tope to lay my sorrows in the grave, 
And that mywrongs, Icstthey should wound his peace. 
May be forgotten. \Exit Cleone, witk her CkiU. 

hah. Gracious Heaven ! her grief 
Strikes thro' my heart ! Her truth, her innocence 
Are surely wrong'd. — O wherefore did I yidd 
My virtue to this man I Unhaippy hour I 
But 'tis too late I— Nor dare I now rdent. 

EnXtr Glanville. 
Glan* The gate is clos'd against her, never more 
(If right I read her doom) to give her entrance. 
Thus, far, my Isabella, our designs 
Glide smoothly on. The hand of prudence is 
To me the hand of Providence. 
Diij 
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hob. Alas! 
How blind, how impotent is human prudence ! 
I wish, and hope indeed, that screened beneath 
The shades of night, which bide these darker deeds, 
We too may lie concealM : but ah, my hopes 
Are dash'd with fear, lest Heaven's all-piercing eye, 
That marks our covert guilt, should flash deteftion. 

G/fl«. [Sternly, '\ If thy vain fears betray us not, 
we*re safe. 
Observe me well. — Had 1 the least surmise. 
That struck by conscience, or by phantoms awed. 
Thou now would'st shrink— and leave me, orbetmy— 
By all the terrors that would shake my soul 
To perpetrate the deed, thou too should'st fall ! 

hab-. And canst thou then suspeft, that after all 
I've done to prove my love, I should betray thee ? 
O Glanville I thou art yet, it seems, to learn. 
That in her fears tho' weak, a woman's love 
Inspires her 3oul to dare beyond her sex. 

Glan» Forgive me, Isabella, 1 suspeft 
Thee not ; this raging fever in my brain 
Distrafts my reason. But no more — ^I know 
Thee faithful, and will hence be calm. 

Isab, Indeed my heart has been so wholly thine^ 
That ev'n its springs are temper'd to thy wish. 

GUm* Think on my warmth no more. I was t« 
blame. 
But come, my love, our chief, our earliest care 
Must be to give loud rumour instant voice, 
That both detected in their loose amour 

8 
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Are fled together. Whisper thou the tale 
First to the servants, in whose listening ears 
Suspicions are already sown ; while I 
Th* unwelcome tidings to her sire convey. 

[Exit Isabella me way, and as GlanviIIe it 
going out the other y ke meets a Servant, 

Sm?. My lady's brother, Sir, young Beaufort, just 
Arriv'd, enquires for you, or for his sister. 

GUtn. Attend him in.— The letters of Sifroy 
Have reach'd their hands. My story of her flight 
Will, like a closing witness well prepared. 
Confirm her guilt. 

Enter B E a u F o r r junior. 

Beauf.jun. What strange suspicion, Glanville, has 
possessed 
The bosom of Sifroy ? Whence had it birth ? 
Or on what ground could malice fix her stand. 
To throw the darts of slander on a name 
So guarded as Cleone's ? 

Olan, I could wish 

It gives me pain to speak — but I could wish 
The conduct of Cleone had not given 
So fiiir a mark. 

Beauf.jun* So fair a mark ! — ^What ! who ? 
Cleone, say'st thou ! — Hath my sister given 
So fair a mark to slander ? — Have a care ! 
The breath that blasts her fame may raise a storm 
Not easily appeas'd. 

G/a«. It grieves me, Sir, 
That you compel me to disclose, what you 
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In bitterness of soul must hear. Bat she 

And prudence have of iate been nntch estntng'd. 

Bcauf. jun. Defame her not-^Discretion crowns 
her brow. 
And in her modest eye sweet innocence 
Smiles on detra^ton. Where, where is my sister? 
She shall confront thy words — her look alone 
Shall prove her truth, and calumny confound. 

Glan. You surely know not, Sir, that she is fled — 

Btauf, jm. What say'st thou f Fled '—Surprise 
choaks up my words t 
It cannot be ! Fled I whither ? — Gone ! with whom ? 

Glan, With Paulet, Sir, Sifroy's young friend. 

Beauf, jun. Impossible ! 
I'm on the rack ! Tell, I conjure thee, tell 
The whole mysterious tale. Where are they gone ? 

Glan. That they conceal. I only know, that both, 
Soon as they found their impious love disclosed, . 
With instant speed withdrew : and 'tis supposed 
Will seek for shelter on some foreign shore. 

Beauf. jun» Where then is truth, and where is 
virtue fled, 
Ere while her dear companions ?•— How, ray sister. 
How art thou fallen ! — ^Thy father too— O parricide t 
Had'st thou no pity on his bending age ? 
On his fond heart ?«^too feeble now to bear 
So rude a shock. 

Glan, Can it not be concealed ? 

Beau/, jun. That hope were vain. Himself impa- 
tient comesy 



From bts lov'd daughter to enquire the cause 

Of this opprobrious charge. And see, he's here. 

iMier Beaufort ienior* 

Beau/, sen. Where is my daughter } where my in* 
)ur*d child \ 
O bring me to her ! she hath yet a father, 
(Thanks to the gracious powers who spar'd my life 
For her prote6tion) ready to receive 
With tender arms his child, tho' rudely cast 
From her rash husband's door. What mean these 

tears 
That trickle down thy cheek ? she is not dead ! 

Beau/, jun. Good Heaven ! what shall I say ? — No^ 
sir — not dead — 
She is not dead ^but oh !— — 

Bantf. sen. But what ^ Wound not 
My heart I where is she ? lead me to my child-** 
Tis from herself alone that I will hear 
The story of her wrongs. 

Beaaf. jun, Alas I dear Sir, 
She is not here. 

Beauf. sen. Not here ! 

Beauf. jun, O fortify 
Your heart, my dearest father, to support. 
If possible, this unexpected stroke ! 
My sister, Sir — why roust 1 speak her shame t 
My wretched sister, yielding to the lure 
Of Paulet's arts, hath left her husband's house. 
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Beauf, ten. Great Pow'rl then ha^c I liva, alasl 

too long. 
This is indeed too much. I cannot bear- 
But 'tis impossible !— does not thy heart. 
My 80fl, bear testimony for thy sister 
Against this calumny ? — What drcumatancty 

[r(?GUatUle« 
What proof have we of my Cleone's guilt i 

Gian, Is not their disappearing both at once, 
A strong presumption of their mutual guilt } 

B€4i^. sen. Presumption, say*st thou ! Shall one 
doubtful faa 
Arraign a life of innocence unblaraM f 
Shall I give up the virtue of my child, 
My heart's sweet peace, the comfort of my age. 
On weak surmises ? — Sir, I must have proof. 
Clear, unambiguous proof, not dark, presumption. 

Gldm. Thus rudely urg'd, my honour bids me speak. 
What else I meant in tenderness to spare. 
Know then, I found the wanton youth conceal'4 
In her apartments. 

Beauf, sen. Thou dost then confess 
Thyself my child's accuser ?— ^but thy i/?ord 
Will not suffice. Far other evidence 
Must force me to believe, that truth long kaowa^ 
And native modesty, could thus at once 
Desert their station in Cleone's breast- 

Gian* Wait then for other evidence— 
With such as doubt ony honour, I disdain 
All further conference. lExit Glanville. 



Beqf. jut. What can we think ? 
His firm undaunted boldness fills my breast 
With racking doubts, that dread to be resolv'd. 
Yet this suspense is torture's keenest pang. 

Beauf, sen* We must not bear it. No^ my son^ lead 
on ; 
We must be satisfy 'd. Let us dire A 
Our steps to Paulet's habitation. There^ 
It seemsy we must enquire. And yet my soul 
Strongly impels me to suspedl this Glanville ; 
For can Cleone, virtue's fav*rite ward. 
Thus totally be chang'd ? — If thou art falPn — 
If thy weak steps, by this bad world seduced. 
Have devious tum'd into the paths of shame. 
Never, ah \ never let me live to hear 
Thy foul dishonour mentioned. If thou art 
Tradttc'd-— and my fond heart still flatters me 
With hope—- then gracious Heaven I spare yet my life, 
spare a father to redress his child 1 



ACrilL SCENE f. 

The Area before Sif roy'j House. SiFROY alone. 

Stfroy. 
DREADFUL change ! my house, my sacred home, 
At sight of which my heart was wont to bound 
With rapture, I now tremble to approach. 
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Fair mansion, where bright honour long hath dwelt 

With my renown'd progenitors, how, how 

At last hath vile pollution stain'd thy walls! 

Yet look not down with scorn, ye shades revcr'd, 

On your dishonoured son — He will not die 

Till just revenge hath by the wanton's blood 

Aton'd for this disgrace. Yet can it be ? 

Can ray Cleone, she whose tender smile 

Fed my fond heart with hourly rapture, she 

On whose fair faith alone I built all hope 

Of happiness — can she have kill'd my peace, 

My honour ^ Could that angel form, which seem'd 

The shrine of purity and truth, become 

The seat of wantonness and perfidy ? 

Ye powers ! — should she be wrong'd — in my own heart 

How sharp a dagger hath my frenzy plung'd I 

O passion-govem'd slave \ what hast thou done \ 

Hath not thy madness from her house, unheard. 

Driven out thy bosom friend ? — Guihless, perhaps— 

Hell, hell is in that thought ! — ^Thou wretch accurst, 

Such thy rash fury, thy unbridled rage. 

Her guilt or innocence alike to thee 

Must bring distfa6tlon. But Til know the worst. 

lExit. 
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SCENE IT. 



Changes to a Room in the House. Glanville and 
Isabella. 

Glan., What dost thou say ? Already is Sifroy 
Arriv'd ? Who saw him ? when ? 

Isab, This moment, from 
My window, by the glimmering of the moon, 
I saw him pass. 

Glan. H« comes as I could wish. 
His hot-brain*d fiiry well did I foresee 
Would, on the wings of vengeance, swiftly urge 
His homeward flight. But I am ready arm'd. 
Rash fool I for thy destniftion. And tho' long 
Thou hast usurp'd my rights, thy death at last ' 
Shall give me ample justice.. 

Isab. Ah, beware; 
Nor seek his life at peril of thine own. 

Glan. Trust me, my love, (tho' time too precious now 
Permits not to unfold to thee my scheme) 
I walk in safety, yet have in my grasp. 
Secure, his hated life. — But see, he comes — 
Retire. \^ExU Isabella. 

£«/«r Sifroy. 
Glan. [^Advancing to embrace him.'^ My honoured 

friend !— 
Sif. Glanville, forbear — 
And ere I join my arms with thee in friendshipi 
E 
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Say, I conjure thee, by that sacred tic. 
By all thou hold'st most dear on earth, by all 
Thy hopes of heaven, and dread of deepest hell — 
Hast thou not wrong'd my wife ? 

Glan. Unjust Sifroy ! 
Hath my warm friendship thus regardful been. 
Thus jealous of thy honour, and dost thou 
Yet question mine ? Sure the united bonds 
Of friendship and of blood, are ties too strong 
To leave a doubt of my sincerity. 
And soon too clearly. Sir, you will discern 
Who has been false, and who your faithful fnead. 

Sif. O rack me not ! let dread conviction coni&-^ 
Her strongest horrors cannot rend my heart 
With half the anguish of this torturing doubt. 
Speak then — for tho' the tale should fire my brain 
To madness, I must hear. Yet, Glanville, stay— 
Let me proceed with caution — my soul's peace 
Depends on this event. 'Tis said I am rash — 
Bear witness 1 am 1 so ?•— Where is my wife ? 
Severe I may be, but I will be just. 
I cannot, will not hear her faith arraign'd. 
Before I see her. 

Glan. See her,, Sirl alas, 
Where will you see her ? 

Sif, Where ? thou hast not yet 
Convey'd her to her father ? — On the wings 
Of speed I flew, still hoping to prevent 
The rash decree of unreflc6ling rage. 
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QUn. Heaven give thee patience !-*0 Sifroy! my 
heart, 
Tho' thou hast wrohg*d it with unkind suspicion. 
Bleeds for thy injuries, for thy distress. 
The wife, whom thou so tenderly hast lovM, 
b fled with Paulet. 

Sif, Fled!— How? whither? when? 

Glan. This day they disappear'd, and 'tis believ'd 
Intend to fly frOra shame, and leave the land, 

Sif. Impossible 1 — she cannot be so changed— 
Was she not all my heart could wish ?— Take heed- 
Once more I chaise thee, Glanville, and my soul's 
Eternal welfare rests upon thy truth— 
Traduce her not ! npr drive me to perdition I 
For by the flames of vengeance, if I find 
Thy accusation true, they shall not 'scape 1 
Yes, I will trace th' adulterer's private haunts, 
Rush like his evil genius on their shame, 
And stab the traitor in her faithless arms-* 
Aknighty Power I whose piercing eye explores 
The depths of falsehood ! take not from my arm 
This due revenge— -nor tempt mankind to doubt 
The justice of thy ways. Why this intrusion \ 

Enter a Savant* 
Serv, My lady's father. Sir* 
Sif. Her father here! 

Clan* Yes, he was here before—thy letters brought 
liim. 
And hence went forth in haste to find out Paulet* 
Eij 
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St/. Conduct him in. lExit Servant. 

Unhappy man ! his grief. 
His venerable tears will wring my heart. 
Retire, good Glanville ; interviews like these. 
Of deep-felt mutual wo, all witness shun. 

\Exii Glanville» 

Enter Beaufort Smcr. 

Eeauf.sen, Rash man! what hast thou done?— on 
what surmise 
Dost thou impeach the honour of my name. 
Sacred thro' many an age from ev'ry stain ? 
1 thou hast from thy bosom cast away 
The sweetest flower that ever nature form'd. 

Sif. Reproach me not«~commiserate a wretch 
On whom afHi6l:ion lays her iron hand I 
That flower, which look'd so beauteous to the sense. 
Ran wild, grew ranker than a common weed. 

Beau/, sen. It is not— cannot be ! Have T not known. 
Even from her earliest childhood known her heart ? 
Known it the seat of tenderness and truth ? 
Her thoughts were ever pure as virgin snows 
From heaven descending 2 and that modest blush. 
Displayed on her fair cheek, was virtue's guard. 
She could not fall thus low — ^my child is wrong'd I 
Ask thine own heart — recall her blameless life. 
Was she not all a parent's fondest wish— 

St/. Call not to my distracted mind how good. 
How bright she once appear'd. Time was indeed, 
Whon blest in her chaste love, I fondly thought 
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My soul possess'd of all that earth held fair 
And amiable : but memory of past bliss 
Augments the bitter pangs of present wo ! 
Is she not changed — fellen — ^lost ? 

Beauf. sen. Patience, my son, 
Compose the tempest of thy grief. Just heaven 
Will doubtless soon reveal the hidden deeds 
Of gttilt and shame. If thy unhappy wife 
Thus wanton in the paths of vice hath stray'd— 
I would not rashly curse my darling child-— 
Yet hear me, righteous Heaven I May infamy, 
Disease, and beggary imbitter all 
Her wretched life ! But my undoubting heart, 
In full convi^ion of her spotless truth, 
Acquits her of all crime. 

Sif, Is it no crime, 
That listening to a vile seducer's voice, 
She leaves her husband's house — ^her dearest friends ? 
Flies with her paramour to foreign climes, 
. A willing «xiie ? Damn'd adulfress ! What, 
Are these no crimes ? 

Beau/, sen. Suppress thy rage. They are : 
But is she guilty ? Art thou well inform'd 
They wetit together ? How doth it appear i 
Who saw them ? Where ? Alas ! thy headlong rage 
Was too impatient to permit enquiry. 

Sif. Were they not missing both ? both at one hour } 
Say, for thou hast enquired ; is Paulet found ? 

Beauf. sen. He is not : but my son perhaps, whom zeal 
To clear a much-lov'd sister's injur'd fame 
E iij 
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Eager impels to stri6lest inquisition^ 
May bring some tidings. 

Stf. May kind Heaven direft 
His steps where lurks their covert shame from day, 
And from my just revenge. 

Beauf, sen. Still, still thy rage 
With weak, precarious inference concludes 
Their unprov'd guilt. Be calm, and answer me. 
Think'st thou thy wife, if bent on loose desigrns, 
Would madly join an infant in her fiight, 
To impede her steps, and aggravate her shame ? 

Sty. O my confusion ! where, where is my child ? 
Alas, I had forgot the harmless innocent ! 
Bring to my arms the poor deserted babe ! 
He knows no crime, and guiltless of oiFence 
Shall put his little hands into my breast. 
And ease a father's bosom of its sorrows. 

Beauf. sen. Unhappy man ! that comfort is dcny'd. 
thee. 

Stf. What means my father ? Speak — ^yet ah, take 
heed! 
My heart already is too deeply pierc'd, 
To bear another wound — ^What of my child ? 

Beau/, sen. That he's the partner of his mother's* 
flight. 
Should calm, not raise the tempest of thy grief— 
For proves it not by consequence direft, 
Some secret injury, not guilt, hath driven 
My hapless daughter from her husband's roof? 

Stf. What injury, what crime could love like mine 
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Commit against her? Was she not more dear, 
More precious to my heart, than the warm flood 
Which feeds its vital motion ? 

BeoMf.^en. Ev'n that love. 
If open to the tales of calumny, 
Might wound her virtue with unjust suspicion. 
Besides, to rashness and credulity 
Shadows are daemons, and a weak surmise 
Authentic proof. Who's her accuser ? 

Sif, One 
Whose taintless honour, and unshaken truth. 
Have oft been try'd^ and ever stood approv'd. 
He, Sir, whose friendship, with reluctant grief. 
At length disclos'd my shame, was honest Glanville : 
Report from vulgar breath I had despis'd. 

Beau/, sen. So may high Heaven deal mercy to my 
child. 
As I believe him treacherous and base. 

Enter Beaufort Junior, 

Beauf. sen. Here comes my son — ^What means this; 
look of terror ? 

Beauf.jun* I fear, my father, some dread mischief— i 
Hal- 
ls he returned ! — ^Now may the powers avert 
This dire suspicion that strikes thro' my heart 1 
Tell, I conjure thee tell me — whereas my sister ? 
Thou hast not murder*d her ! 

Stf. Good Heaven 1 what means 
My brother's dreadful words ? Murder my wife I . 
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Speak^ quickly speak! — ^My heart shrinks up with 

horror ! 
Whence are thy apprehehsions ? 

Beauf, sen. My dear son, 
Keep not thy father on the rack of doubt, 
But speak thy fears. 

Beauf, jun. What fate may have befallen 
My injur'd sister, Heaven and thou best know-— 
But Paulet, whom thy fierce nvenge pursu'd, 
This night is murder'd. 

Sif. Hal what say 'st thou ?—Paulet ! 
Is Paulet dead \ How know'st thou he is murder'd } 

Beauf* jun. In the dark path which to the cloister 
leads. 
His sword is found, and bloody marks appeal*, 
That speak the deed too plain. 

5^. But Where's my wife \ 
Was not she with him ? Went they not together ? 

Beauf jun. Together! no. The villain Glanville's 
false! 
My sister is traducM. 

Sif False! Glanville false !— 
What ! — Paulet murder'd ! — and my wife traduc'd ! 
Rack me, ye furies ! tear me joint from joint ! 
Your pangs are nothing^--! have done a deed, 
No tortures can atone ! Tremendous Power ! 
What tempest wrapt in darkness now prepares 
To burst on my devoted head f What crime 
Unknown, or unrepented, points me out, 
The mark distinguish'd of peculiar vengeance ? 
3 
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Why turns the gracious all-benignant eye 
Averse from me \ O guide my steps to find 
Where lurks this hidden mischief— 

Beauf.jun, Lurks it not 
In thine own breast ? 

Beauf, sen. My son, forbear. 

Si/, Art thou, 
My brother, so unkind ! Would I have stabb'd 
Thy heart, when breaking with convulsive pangs 
Of dreadful doubt ? — But I deserve unkindness — 
I Was unkind, was cruel to Cleone — 
Yet lead me to her arms— -tho' wrong'd, abus'd, 
$he like offended Heaven, will still forgive. 
My friend too, my best friend is murder'd ! Oh, 
What hand accurst hath wrought this web of wo \ 
Support me, mercy ! 'tis too much, too much 1 
But let distra6lion come, and from my brain 
Tear out the seat of memory, that I 
No more may think, no more may be a wretch t 

Btauf,stn> Be calm, my son. When Heaven's high 
hand afBidts, 
Submission best becomes us— nor let man. 
The child of weakness, murmur. 

Sif, O my father 1 
Thee too my rashness hath undone ! Thou, thou 
Wilt join with Heaven to curse me ! but 1 kiss 
The rod of chastisement, and in the dust 
Resigned, a prostrate suppliant, beg for mercy. . 

Beauf. sen. Moderate the grief 
Which thus unmans thee— »Roufie thee to the search 
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Of these dark deeds-^uid Heaven dire£t our footsteps. 
Hath not suspicion whispcr'd to thy heart. 
That he, this Glanvilk, Whom thy frietidahip tnMts 
With confidence intire, may yet be false ? 

Stf. Till this dread hour, Suspicion of his truth 
Ne'er touch'd my breast — ^Now doubt anrd horror raise 
Distra£lion in my soul. 

Beau/, sen. AU-graCious Power I 
Look on our sorrows with a pitying eye I 
My feeble heart sinks in me^^But do thOu 
Bear up against this tide of wo : I tmst. 
If goodness dwell in heaven, my child is safe« 
Perhaps she seeks the shelter of these arms. 
And we have miss'd her in th* entangled wood. 
With speed dispatch immediate messengers 
Through different paths, with striftest search to trace 
Cleonc's steps, or find thy murder'd friend. 
My son, I charge thee, sec this well performVl. 

Beauf.jun. I will not fail. [Exit Beauicrt jvn» 

Beauf.sen. Mean while let us observe 
Each motion, word, and look of this fell fiend j 
So may we best detedt him ; and his schemes, 
Tho' gloss'd with saint-like show (if muph I err ftot)^ 
Will soon in all their horrors stand revealM. [£«fl»jtf. 



SCENE in. 



Changes to the Wood. Enter Clkone and ktr €kild. 
CU. Whence do these terrors seize my sinking heart ? 
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Since guilt I koow not, wherefore know T fear ? 
And yet these silent shadowy scenes awake 
Strange apprehensions. Guardian powers ( prote^ 
My weakness 1 Hark ! what noise is that ?— All stilU 
It was but fancy. — ^Yet methougbt the howl 
Of distant wolves broke on the ear of night. 
Doubling the desert's horror. 

aUd. O I'm frighted ! 
Why do you speak and look so strangely at me ? 

CU, I will not fright my love. Come, let's go on-» 
We've but a little way — Save us, ye Powers I 

Enter Ragozin with a Dagger and a Mask on* ^ 

[Cleone fies zoitk her Child, he followu 
Rag, Stop — for thou fly'st in vain. 
Cle, iJVithin the scenes."] Help! Mercy! Save I 
Kill not my infant! Murder! O my child! 

[^She retreats Sack to the Scene , and Jails in a swoon. 

Re-enter Ragozin. 

Rag. She too is dead! — I fear'd that blow was 
short — 
But hark ! what noise ? — I must not be dete6led — 
No time to bury 'em now — ^be that his care. — [£«V« 

Cle. [Waking from her trance,"] Where have I been ? 
What horrid hand hath stamp'd 
This dreadful vision on my brain ? O Death ! 
Have I not gain'd thy mansions ? Am I still 
In this bad world ? What ails my heart ? my head ? 
Was not my child here witli me ? Sure he was— 



And some foul daemon terrifies mysmil 

With fears of murder. Gracious Heaven, forbid 1 

Conduct my steps, kind Providence, to where 

My little wanderer strays, that I may know 

This horror in my mind is but a dream. [Exit* 

SCENE IV. 

Changes to an adjoining Part of the Woody and discovers 
the Child murder' d. Enter Cleose. 
Oe, O fearful silence ! Not a sound returns. 
Save the wild echoes of my own sad cries, 
yo ray affrighted ear ! — ^My child ! my child ! 
Where art thou wander'd — ^where beyond the reach 
Of thy poor mother's voice ! — ^Yet while above 
The God of justice dwells, I will not deem 
The bloody vision true. Heaven hatli not left me-^ 
There truth is known, well known— and see my love ! 
See, where upon the bank its weary'd limbs 
Lie stretch'd in sleep. In sleep ! O agony I 
Blast not my senses with a sightjike thisl 
'Tisblood! »tis death! ray child, my child is murder'd! 
IFalls down by her child, hissing it and weeping, Thtfi 
raising herself on her arm, after a dead silence^ 
and looking by degrees more and more wild, shepro* 
cteds in a distraSled manner. 
Hark! hark! lie still, ray love !— For all the world 
Don't stir !■— 'Tis Glanville, and he'll raurder us ! 
Stay,^stay— I'll cover thee with boughs^don't fear— i 
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I'll call the little lambs, and they shall bring 
Their sdftest' fleece to shelter thee from cold. 
There, there — lie close — lie shall not sec— no, no ; 
PJl tell him 'tis an angel I have hid. \^kt rises up. 
Where is he ? soft I — ^he's gone, he's gone, my love, 
And shall not murder thee. — Poor innocent I 
Tis fast asleep. Well thought I I'll steal away, 
}Jow while he slumbers — ^pick wild berries for him, 
And bring a little water in my hand — 
Then, when he wakes, we'll seat us on the bank, 
And sing all night. 

ACT IV. SCENE I, 

A Roahi in Sifroy'j House. Glanville, and 
Isabella. 
Glanville. 
Betra y'd ! by whom betray 'd ? By thy vain fear. 
How curs'd i« he who treads on danger's path. 
Entangled with a woman ! Fool ! alone 
I had been safe. 

hob. Yet hear me — On my life. 
No word from me hath 'scap'd. We may perchance 
Be yet secure. 

Glan, Perchance 1 And do our lives 
Depend on fickle chance ? But speak— proceed- 
Whence are thy fears ? 

hab. In close concealment hid, 
This moment I o'erhcard a whisper'd scheme 
Of seizing thee. 

. F 
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Glan» Confusion ! Can it be ? 
Can Ragozin, the villain, have betray 'd me ? 
Isab. I fear he hath. Where is he ? 
Glan, Not returned 
From Baden wood, to ascertain the deed 
That crowns our business. Were but that secure. 
My tortur'd soul, torn on the rack of doubt. 
Might yet feel peace. How wears the time ? 

Isab. Two hours 
Arc wanting yet to midnight. 
Glan. Where's Sifroy ? 

Isab. With Beaufort. But perplexing doubts distrafb 
His reason, that all power to a6l forsakes him. 
Still farther to alarm — deep-stain'd with gore. 
The sword of Paulet's found, and other marks 
That speak him murder'd. 

Glan» That's beyond my wish : 
And tells but what I wanted to proclaim. 
Isab. Proclaim ! W^hat mean'st thou r Doth it not 
conduce 
To our dete6lion ? Doth it not confirm 
Their dark suspicions ? 

Glan. The' short line, alas. 
Of thy weak thought, in vain would sound the depth 
Of my designs. But rest thee well assur'd 
I have foreseen, and am prepared to meet 
All possible events. 

Isab. O grant, good Heaven — 
Great God ! how dreadful *tis to be engaged 
In what we dare not pray that Heaven may prosper ! 

2 
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Glan. Curse on thy boding tongue ! Let me not hear 
Its superstitious weakness— Hush ! who comes ? 
No more — ^"tis Ragozin — Now sleep distrust. 
First let me learn if he hath done the deed^ 
If not, I am betray 'd, and wrll awake 
In vengeance on his falsehood. 

£nr«r Ragozin. 

Glan. Speak, my friend-*- 
Cleone and her child--say quickly— how disposed ? 

Rag. To heav'n remov'd, no longer they obstru6t 
Our views on earth. 

Glan. Speak plainly — ^are they dead ? 

Rag. Both dead. 

Glan. Swear, swear to this ! And by all hope 
Of that reward which urg*d thee to the deed, 
Swear thou hast not betray*d me ! 

Rag. Whence arise 
These base suspicions ? I disdain that crime ! 
Tho* branded with the name of an assassin, 
I am not yet so mean as to betray. 

Glan. Distraction ! — ^may I trust thee ? 

Rag. As thou wilt. 

Glan. {^Pausing.'] It must be so — ^we still are safe z 
and this 
Pretence of strong suspicion is no more 
Than subtil artifice, contrived to draw 
Th* unwary to confession. 

Rag. *Ti3 no more. 

Clan. Nor will I more than with a just contempt 
FU 
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Regard it. All our deeds of blood are done. 
What now remains, the law shall execute. 

Rag, What's thy intent ? 

Glan. The thrust thus aim'd at me. 
Shall deeply pierce Sifroy*s unguarded bosom. 
Thy aid once more, as witness to his threats. • 

Rag, Freely I would, but safety now requires 
That I abscond. The stipulated sum, 
Forgive me therefore, if I claim this night. 

GUm. 'Tis thine. But hark! — retire — I hear liil 
step- 
One moment wait — at his return, *tis thine. 

Rag. I Aside."] Curs'd chance ! Were I possess'd of 
my reward, 
Who would might wait thee now— nor will I more 
Than some short moments rest unsatisfied. {^Extt. 

Enter SiFROY. 
Sif. [A^d/i««n^Glanville.] O happiness! thou frail, 
thou fading flower. 
Whose culture mocks all human toil, farewell I 
But I, blind madman! by the roots have pluck'd 
Thy sweetness from my bosom. My dear love \ 
Where wanders now thy wrong'd, tliy helpless virtue ? 
On what cold stone reclines thy drooping head, 
While trickling tears call thy Sifroy inhuman ? 
Deluded wretch ! why did my greedy ear 
Catch the rank poison of suspicion's breath, 
And to my tortur'd brain convey distradtion > 
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Glan. \, Advancing to him*'] Are thus my faithful 
services repaid ? 
Are the plain truths my undisguising heart 
In friendship told, already deem'd no more 
Than vile suggestions of designing falsehood ? 

&if. Villain, they are !-r-Thou know'st them false 
as hell! 
Where is my wife ?*— O traitor \ thou hast plung'd 
My ^oul into perdition ! 

Glan. Rather say. 
That he who led astray the willing wife, 
Thy folly doats on — ^he — 

Sif. Blasphemer) stop 
Thy impious tongue I The breast of that dear saint 
Enshrines a soul as spotless as her form. 
Said'st thou not, slanderer ! that my love was fled 
With Paulet ? 

Glan. True : I did. 

Sif. Art thou not sure 
That this is false ? Hast thou no dreadful cause 
To know it cannot be ? 

Glan, None. Thou, perhaps. 
Whose bloody errand I indeed have heard 
Already is aceomplish*dr— thou, 'tis true, 
May*st know that they are parted : 'twas the deed 
Thou flew'st thus swiftly to perform. But how 
Doth that impeach the truth of her elopement ? 
That thou hast murder'd him, acquits not her. 

5^. That I have murder'd ! — I ! — Pernicious 
wretch I 

Fiij 
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What dark design^ by blackest fiends inspired, 
Lurks in thy treacherous soul ? Tremendous Power ! 
Have 1 then sinn'd beyond all hope of mercy ? 
Must the deep pi^al of thy vengeance, pour'd 
On my devoted head, be pour'd from him ? 
But all thy ways are just ! To him I gave 
That credit which I ow'd my injur*d love- 
He now, by thy supreme decree, stands forth 
The avenger of my crime. 

Enter Beaufort strtimr. Officers^ &c. 

Beau/, sen. Seize there your victim. 

Glan. What means this outrage ? — ^Upon what pre- 
tence— 

Beauf, sen. The bloody hand of murder points out 
thee 
To strong suspicion. Tum'st thou pale ? — O wretch i 
Thy guilt drinks up thy blood. 

Glan. Not guilt, but rage f 
Who dares accuse me } 

Beau/, sen. I. Where's Paulet ? where 
My daughter? who thou basely said'st were fl«d 
Together ? 

Glan. That his poinard found the way 
To part their steps, impeaches not my truth. 

Beau/, sen. His poinard ! 

Glan. His. I should have scorn*d to charge 
The man, whose honour I think deeply wrong'd ; 
But my own life attempted thus, demands 
That truth should rise to light. Cam'st thou not here, 
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Driven by the fury of a dire revenge ? 

What other motive urg'd thy desperate haste ? 

Sif. Insidious slave! hast thou insnar'd my soul 
By treacherous arts ?— Hast thou with falsehood vile 
Inflamed this hapless breast ? — And would'st tliou now 
Infer my guilt, from my provoked resentment ? 

Gian, Lean'd I on f«ble inference — I would ask,' 
What cause have I to seek this PaiUet's blood ? 
'Twas not my wife, my daughter, he seduc'd I 
How has he injur' d me ? But I reje6t 
These trivial pleas — I build on certain proof. ' 

Beauf, sen. What proof? 

Glan. The strongest — his own hand and seal 
Fixt to the firm resolve, that he alone 

[Skezuing the leUer. 
Would do the righteous deed — for so his rage 
Calls Pauleys murder. 

Beauf. sen. Ha ! What can I think ! 
Unhappy man ! and hast thou to the crime 
Of rash suspicion, added that of murder ? 

Sif. My father, hear thy son ; I plead not for 
My life, but justice. — That I am a wretch, 
Groaning beneath the weight of Heaven's just ire — • 
That snared and caught in meditated wiles, 
I banish'd from my house a guiltless wife — • 
That burning with revenge, I flew to quench 
My wrath in Paulet's blood — all this I own. 
But by the sacred eye ef Providence I 
That views each human step, and still dete6ls 
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The murderer's deed ; of this imputed crime 
My heart is ignorant, i»y hands are clear. 

Beavf, sen, I wish thee innocent — » 

Glan. Have then my words 
No weight ? and is his own attesting hand 
No proof against him ? Is her secret flight 
An accident ? No more — O partial, man ! 
To hide thy daughter's shame, thou seek'st my life, 
But I appeal from thee to public justice. 

Beauf, sen. To that thou art consigned : and may th^ 
hand 
Of stridl enquiry drag to open day 
All secret guilt, tho' shame indelible ^ 
Should brand a daughter nearest to my heart. 
Heaven aid my search ! I s«ek not blood, but truth. 
Guard safe your prisoner to the magistrate, 
1*11 follow you. The justice thou demand'st. 
Thou shalt not want. 

Glan, *Tis well : I ask no more. 
Let Ragozin, let Isabella too 
Attend the magistrate-r— on them I call 
To clear my slander'd name. 

Beau/, sen. It shall be so. 
Take them this instant to your stri6lest care. 
Thou too, Sifroy, be ready to attend. 

Si/. O think not I will leave him, till full proof 
Condemn him or acquit. 

Btau/, sen. The cause demands it. 

\^Exeunt Officers with GlanviUe guarded* 
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Sif, Whence has the miscreant this unusual firmness \ 
Can guilt be free from terror ? 

Beauf. sen* No, my son : 
And thro* the mask of smooth hypocrisy, 
Methinks I see concealed a trembling heart. 
If he be true., my daughter must be false ; 
If he be guiltless, who hath murder'd Paulet ? 

5^. TJiere, there, thank Heaven! my hands are 
innocent. 
But oh, my love ! — Conduct me where she strays 
Forlorn and comfortless ! Alas, who knows — 
Her tender heart perhaps this moment breaks 
Witli my unKindness ! Wretch ! what hast thou lost \ 

Enter B za\j v o kt Jumor. 

Beauf.jun^ Thy soul's sweet peace! — ^Nevcr, no 
never more 
To be regained! — Shame, anguish, and despair 
Shall haunt thy future hours ! Severe reniorse 
Shall strike his vulture talons thro' thy heart, 
And rend thy vital threads. 

Beazif, sen. What means my son ? 

Stf, My brother ! — If I may conjure thee yet 
By that dear name.— 

Beauf.Jun. Thou may'st not — I disclaim it. 

Si/. Why dost thou still alarm my shuddering soul 
With rising terrors ? 

Beauf. sen* My dear son, relieve 
Thy fatlier from this dread suspence t 

Beauf.Jun. OSirl how shall I speak! or in what 
words 
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Unfold the horrors of this night ? — My sister- 
Lost to her wretched self — ^thro* dreary wilds . 
Wanders distra6led — void of reason's light 
To guide her devious feet. 

Beauf. sen. Support me, Heaven ! 
Then every hope is fled!— Thy will be done !— • 
Where is my child ? Where was she found ? 

Beauf.jun, Alas \ 
Of soul too delicate, too soft to bear 
Unjust reproach, and undeserved shame, 
Distra6lion seiz*d her in the gloom of night, 
As passing thro* the wood she sought the arms 
Of a protefting father. 

Sif, Do I live ? 
Is such a wretch permitted still to breathe ? 
.Why opens not this earth ? Why sleeps above 
The lightning's vengeful blast ? Is Heaven unjust ? 
Or am I still reserved for deeper wo ? 
I hope not mercy-— that were impious— 
Pour then on my bare head, ye ministers 
Of wrath ! your hottest vengeance— 

Beauf.jun, Stop — ^forbear — 
Nor imprecate that vengeance, which unseen 
Already hangs o'er thy devoted life. 
Thou know'st not yet the measure of thy wo. 
Thy child, thy lovely babe, a bloody corse. 
Lies breathless by his frantic mother's side- 
Much to be fear'd, by her own hand destroy'd, 
When reason in her brain had lost dominion. 

Sif. My child too gone ! — Then misery is completcr- 
my torn heart ! — Is there in heaven no pity ? 
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None, none for me ! The wrongs of all I lov'd 
To heaven ascending, bar th' eternal gates. 
And close the ear of mercy 'gainst my prayer. 
But fate's last bolt is thrown, and I am curst 
Beyond all power to sharpen torture's pang. 
Yes, I am scorn'd, abandon'd, and cast out 
By heaven and earth! — I must not call thee father— 
I have undone thee, robb'd thee of the name : 
And now, myself am childless, and undone. 

Beauf, sen. Forbear, my son, to aggravate thy grief, 
Already too severe. Kind Providence 
May yet restore, and harmonize her mind. 

Sif. May Heaven pour blessings on thy reverend head 
For that sweet hope ! but say, where shall I see her ?— 
How bear the dreadful sight ! 

Beauf. jun. Dreadful indeed I 
On the cold earth they found her laid : her head. 
Supported on her arm, hung o'er her child. 
The image of pale grief, lamenting innocence. 
Sometimes she speaks fond words, and seems to smile 
On the dead babe as 'twere alive. — Now, like 
The melancholy bird of night, she pours 
A soft and melting strain, as if to soothe 
Its slumbers : and now clasps it to her breast. 
Cries Glanville is not here— fear not, my love. 
He shall not come — Then wildly throws her eyes 
Around, and in the tenderest accent calls 
Aloud on thee, to save her from dishonour ! 

Sif, Haste, let us haste— distracted thus, she grows 
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Still dearer, still more precious to my soul ! 
O let me soothe her sorrows into peace. 

Btauf. sen. Stay— -calls she frequently on Glan?i 
name? 

Beauf.jun. So they report who found her. 

Beauf. sen. Left they her 
Alone ? 

Beauf, jun. No: but all arts to court her thei 
were vain. 

Beauf. sen. Thither with speed this moment let us fij 
Let Glanville too attend. From the wild words 
Of madness and delirium, he who struck 
Fcom darkness light — may call discovery forth. 
To guide our footsteps. 

Beauf jun. Just is your resolve, ^ 

And I will follow you — ^but have receiv*d 
Intelligence of Paulet that imports us. 

Sif Of Paulet I of my friend ! What may it be ? 

Beauf jun. As yet I'm ignorant. 

-S<rfltt/'. i^«. To gain us light. 
Be no means left untry*d. . {^Exit Beauf. jun 

Sif But haste, we linger. 
Yet whither can I fly ? where seek for peace ? 
In its most tender vein my heart is wounded ! 
Had I been smote in any other part, 
I could have borne with firmness ; but in thee, 
My wrong'd, my ruin'd love, I bleed to death. 

[Exeunt, 
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ACT V. SCENE L 



'\he Wood. C LEONE is discovered sitting by her dead 
I child \ ever tukom she hath formed a little bower of 

" I shrubs and branches of trees. She seems very busy in 
, picking little sprigs from a bough in her hand, 

Cleone sings. 
Sweeter tlum the damask rose 
Was his lovely breast ; 
There, let me there repose^ 
Sighy sigh, and sink to rest. 

fid I not love Kim ? who can say I did not ? 
[y heart was in his bosom, but he tore 
: out, and cast it from him — ^Yet I lov'd — 
did he more lovely seera'd to that fond heart, 
lian the bright cherub sailing on the skirts 
f yonder cloud, th' inhabitant of heaven, 

nter SiFROY, Beaufort Senior, Isabella, 

Glanville, Ragozin, Officers, &c. 
Beayf. sen. This is the place — And see my hapless 

child! 

»^hy, gracious Heaven ? why have I liv*d to fee! 
his dreadful moment ? Soft I pray ye tread — 
id let us well observe her speech and action. 
Sif Have I done this ! — ^and do I live ! — My heart 
G 
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Drops blood 1 but to thy guidance I will bend, 
And in for^'d silence smother killing grief. 

Gian, l^Aside,] Did'st thou not tell me, villain, she 
was dead ? 

Rag. lAstiU.'] I was deceiv'd — ^by Heav'n, I tliought 
her so. 

Cf/an. I Aside.'] May hell reward thee. 

Beauf. sen. Stay — she rises — hush ! 

Cie. Soft ! soft ! he stirs 

O, I have wak'd him — I have wak'd my child ! 
And when false Glanville knows it, he again 
Will murder him. 

Bcai(f. sen. Mark that ! 

Glan. And are the words 
Of incoherent madness to convi£l me ? 

Si/. They are the voice of Heaven, detecting murder! 
Yes, villain ! thy infernal aim appears. 

Clc. No, no ; all still — As undisturb'd he sleeps 
As the stolen infant rock'd in th' eagle's nest. 
I'll call the red-breast, and the nightingale, 
Their pious bills once covered little babes. 
And sung their dying dirge. Again, sweet birds ! 
Again pour forth your melancholy notes. 
And soothe once more that innocence ye love. 

Sif. On that enchanting voice, how my fond heart 
Hath hung with rapture ! — now too deeply pierc'd 
I die upon the sound. [//<• advances towards Aer. 

My dearest love, 

Behold thy own Sifroy, return*d to calm 
Thy griefs ! and pour into thy wounded mind 
The healing balm of tenderness! 
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CU. ^Frighted and trmbJing^ ] Sweet Heaven, 
Proteft m€ ! O, if you have pity, save 
My infant 1 — Cast away that bloody steel ! 
And on my knees I'll kiss the gentle hand 
That spar'd my child ! — Glanville shall never know 
But we are dead — In this lone wood we'll live, 
And I no more will seek my husband's house. 
And yet I never wrong'd him ! never indeed ! 

Sif, I know thou didst not — Look upon me, love ! 
Dost thou not know me ? I am thy Sifroy — 
Thy husband — Do not break my heart — O speak! 
That look will kill me ! 

Beauf. sen. My dear child ! Look up— < 
Look on thy father I Am I too forgotten ? 
Is every filial trace in thy poor brain 
Defac'd — She knows us not ! — May Heaven,my son. 
Lend thee its best support ! For me — my days 
Are few ; nor can my sorrows date be long 
Protraaed. 

Szy, Say not so ! Must I become 
The murderer of all I hold most dear ? 

Cie. Yes-^yes — a husband once— a father too 
I had — but lost, quite lost — deep in my brain 

Bury'd they lie In heaps of rolling sand— » 

I cannot find them. 

Sif, O heart-rending grief! 
How is that fair, that amiable mind. 
Disjointed, blasted by the fatal rage 
Of one rash moment 1 ISke goes tc her childf heJoH<nos^% 
let sweet pity veil 

Gij 
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The horrors of this scene from every eye ! 
My child ! my child ! hide, hide me from that sightl 

[ Tumi away. 

Cle, Stay, stay for you are good, and will not 

hurt 
My lamb. Alas, you weep — ^why should, you weep ) 
I am his mother, yet I cannot weep. 
Have you more pity than a mother feels ? 

But I shall weep no more my heart is cold. 

Sif, [Falling en his knees."] O mitigate thy wrath, 
good Heaven ! Thou know*st 
My weakness — lay not on thy creature more 
Than he can bear : Restore her, O restore ! 
But if it must not be— if I am doom'd 
To stand a dreadful warning to deter 
Frail man from sudden rage — Almighty Power, 
Then take, in mercy take, this wretched life! 

\^As he rises f Isabella ccnes forward and throxits ker- 
self at his feet, 
Isab, Hear, hear me. Sir; my very heart is pierc*d! 
And my shock'd soul, beneatli a load of guilt. 
Sinks down in terrors unsuppor table. 
^ 'Tis Heaven impels me to reveal the crimes, 
In which a fatal passion has involv'd me. 
Prote6l: me, save me from his desperate rage ! 

[Glanville suddenly pulls out a short dagger tohick k 
had concealed in his bosom ; and attempts to stabker : 
one of the Officers wrenches it frcm him, 
Reauf. sen* Ha! seize the dagger! 
Sif. Hold thy murderous hand ! 
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Rag. [Aside.'] All is betray'd — for itif no safety now. 
But sudden flight. [He endeavours to wtkdram» 

Si/. Stop — seize— T^etain that slave ! 
Th' attempt to fly bespeaks him an accomplice! 

[He is seis^ed by the OJicers* 

Isab, [rfjGlanville.] Tremble, O wretch !— Thou 
seest that Heaven is just, 
Nor suffers even ourselves to hide our deeds. 
To death I yield-— ;:nor hope, nor wish for life-r- 
Permit rae to reveal some dreadful truths,- 
And I shall die content. Thy hapless wife. 
Chaste as the purest angel of the sky, 
By Glanville is traduc*d — ^by him betray'd. 
Paulet is murder*d — and by his device. 
The lovely child. Seduc'd by his vile arts, 
And by the flattering hopes of wealth ensnar'd, 
Distra6ting thought 1 I have destroyed my soul. 

Beauf, sen. Why, why so far from virtue didst thou 
stray, 
That to compassionate thy wretched fate. 
Almost is criminal ? 
\To Glanville.] But canst thou bear — 
Can thy hard heart support this dreadful scene ? 

Glan. I know the worst, and am prepar'd to meet it. 
That wretch hath seaPd my death. And had I but 
Aveng'd her timorous perfidy — the rest 
I'd leave to fate ; and neither should lament 
My own, nor pity yours. 

Sif. Inhuman savage ! 
But justice shall exert her keenest scourgCj^ 
G iij 
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And wake to terror thy unfeeling heart. 
Guard them to safe confinement. — Killing sight! 
Behold that piteous object ! — Her dumb grief 
Speaks to my heart unutterable wo ! 
Horror is in her silence — [He goes to her"] My dear lo^ 
Look, look upon me ! Let these tears prevail. 
And with thy reason, wake thy pity too. 

Cle. Again you weep — But had you lost a wife,! 
Asia husband, you might weep indeed ! 
Or had you lost so sweet a boy as mine, 
'Twould break your heart ! 

Sif. Her words are pointed steel ! 
Have I not lost a wife ? — ^lost a sweet boy ? 
Indeed I have ! — Myself too murder'd them f 

Cle. That was unkind — ^Why did you so ?- 
hush ! 
Let HO one talk of murder — I was kill'd — 
My husband murder'd me — ^but I forgave him. 

Sif. I cannot, cannot bear! — O torture ! torture! 

Beau/, sen, Colleft thyself, and with the humble eye 
Of patient hope, look up to Heaven resigned. 

Sif, Hope ! where is hope ! — Alas, no hope forme ! 
On downy pinions, lo I to heaven she flies — 
To realms of bliss — where I must never come ! 
Terrors are mine — and from the depths below, 
Despair looks out and beckons me to sink ! 

Beauf sen. Assuage thy grief! call reason to thy aid, 
Perhaps we yet may save her precious life ; 
At least delay not, by some gentle means, 
To soothe her to return. 
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Sif. May soft persuasion dwell upon thy lips ! 
But ah, can tears or arguments avail. 
When reason marks not \ 

Enter Beaufort junior, 
Beau/.jun. Where, where is my sister ? 
Beauf. sen. Alas ! the melancholy sight will pierce 
Thy inmost soul ! — But do not yet disturb her. 
Distraction o*er her memory hangs a cloud. 
That hides us from her. 

Sif. My dearest brother ! can thy heart receive 
The wretch, who robb*d it of a sister's love ? 
Beauf.jitn, I do forgive thee all Alas, my bro- 
ther ! 
Most basely wert thou wrong*d. But truth is found—* 
Paulet, tho' wounded, yet escap*d with life. 
Sif. Then Heaven isjust--But tellme, howescap'd— 
Beauf. jun. Thou shalt know all — But stay ! my 

sister speaks — 
CU. \Comng forward.^ O who hath done it ! — ^who 
hath done this deed 
Of death? — My child is murder'd — ^my sweet babe 
Bereft of life ! — ^Thou Glanville ! thou art he ! 
Remorseless fiend ! destroy a child ! an infant ! 

Monster, forbear ! See, see the little heart 

Bleeds on his dagger's point ! 

\Looking dgwn to the earth. 
But lo ! the furies! — the black fiends of hell 
Have seiz'd the murderer ! look; they tear his heart- 
That heart which had no pity ! Hark ; he shrieks — 

3 
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His eye-balls glare — ^his teeth together gnash 
In bitterness of anguish — ^while the fiends 
Scream in his frighted ear — Thou shall not murder I 

Beau/, sen. What dreadful visions terrify her brain ! 
To interrupt her must relieve. — Speak to her. 

Sty. My dearest love ! — cast but one look upon us! 

Cle. I Looking up to heaven.'] Is that my infant?— 
Whither do ye bear 
My bleeding babe ? Not yet. O mount not yet, 
Ye sons of light, but take me on your wings. 
With my sweet innocent — I come ! I come ! 

\_Her father and brother take hold of her* 
Yet hold ; where is my husband — ^my Sifroy ? 
Will not he follow ? Will he quite forsake 
His poor lost wife r — O tell him I was true ! [Swoons. 

Beauf sen. Alas, she faints ! — I fear the hand of 
death 
Is falling on her. Gently bear her up. 

Sif OGod! my heart— 
My heart-strings break ! — Did not her dying words 
Dwell on my name ? Did not her latest sigh 
Breathe tenderness for me ? — for me, the wretch. 
Whose rash suspicion, whose intemperate rage, 
Abandon'd her to shame ! — Hah ! gracious Heaven 1 
Does she not move * Does not returning light 
Dawn in her feeble eye ? Her opening lips 
Breathe the sweet hope of life ! 

Cle. Where have I been ? 
What dreadful dreams have floated in my brain ! 

Beauf sen. How fares my child ? 
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Cfe. O faint I exceeding faint ! 
My father ! — my dear father ! — Do I wake ? 
And am I, am I in a father's arms ? 
My brother too — O happy f 

Beauf.jun. My dear sister ! 

Sif. Transporting rapture \ Will my love return 
To life ? to reason too ? indulgent Power ! 

CU. What sound, what well-known voice is that I 
hear ! 
Support me, raise me to his long-lost arms ! 
It is my husband ! my Sifroy ! my love ! 
Alas, too faint — I never more shall rise, 

Sif, Ah ! do not wound me, do not pierce my heart 
With any thought so dreadful ! Art thou given 
In mockery only to my longing arms ? 
Raise up thy head, my love ! lean on my breast. 
And whisper to my soul thou wilt not die. 

Cfe. How thy sweet accents soothe the pangsof death i 
Witness ye angels ! thus in thy dear arms 
To die, my faithful love, and spotless truth 
Confirmed, was all my wish I Where is my father ? 
Let me but take his blessings up to heaven, 
And I shall go with confidence ! 

Beauf. sen. My child— 
My darling child ! — May that pure bliss, just heaven 
Bestows upon departed saints, be thine ! 

Cle. Farewell, my brother ! comfort and support 
Our father's feeble age — To heal his grief 
Will give thy sister's dying moments ease. 
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Sif. Talk not of death .' — We must not, must not 
part! 
Good Heaven ! her dying agonies approach ! 

C/tf. The keenest pang of death, is that I feel 
For thy surviving wo. — Adieu, my love ! 
I do entreat thee with my last, last breath, 
Restrain thy tears — nor let me grieve to think 
Thou feel^st a pain I cannot live to cure. 

Sif. Might*st thou but live, how light were every 
pain 
Fate could inflift ! 

Cle. It will not be ! — I faint — 
My spirits fail — farewell — receive me, Heaven. \_Die5» 

Sif. She's gone ! — for ever gone ! — ^Those lovely 
eyes 
Are elos'd in death — no more to look on me \ 
My fate is fix'd, and in this tortur'd breast 
Anguish — remorse — despair — must ever dwell. 

Beauf sen. Offended power ! at length yfilh pitying 
eyes 
Look on our misery ! Cut short this thread. 
That links my soul too long to wretched life I 

And let mankind, taught by his hapless fatt^ 

Learn one great truth, experience finds too late ; 

*That dreadful ills from rash resentment Jlozo^ 

And sudden passions end in lasting zoo* 

Z Exeunt' 



THt. END. 



EPILOGUE, 
By William Shenstone, Esq. 



Spoken by Mrs. Bellamy. 

l^ELLy Ladies — so much for the Tragic stite-^ 

And noWf the custom is — to make you smile, 

" To make us smiUy I hear Flippanta sayy 

" Yes — we have smil'd indeed — thro^ half the play : 

** We always laugh when Bards, demure and sly, 

" Bestow such mighty pains — to make us cry. 

** And truly, to bring sorrow to a crisis, 

" Mad-folks, and murdered babes are — shrewd devices* 

** The Captain gone three years — and then to blame 
" The vestal conduct of his virtuous dame ! — 
* * WhatYrtncYi, what E ngli sh bride would think it treason, 
" When thus accused — to give the brute some reason ? 
" Out of my house — this night, fyrsooth — depart ! 
" A modern wifo had said — With all my heart : 
" But think not, haughty Sir, Pll go alone ! 
" Order your coach — condu^ me safo to town — 
" Give me my jewels — wardrobe — and my maid--^ 
** And pray take care my pin-money be paid : 
" i.lse know, I wield a pen — and, for his glory, 
" My dear* 5 domestic fats may shine in story! 
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** TAen for the Child — the taU was truly sad — 
*^ But who for suck a baniling unmld run mad? 
" What wife, at midnight hour incltn'd to roam, 
** J^ould fondly drag ker little chit from home > 
** What has a mothtr with ker child to do? 
** Dear brats — the Nursery 'j the place for youP* 

Such are the strains of many a modish Fair! 
Yet memoir es — not of modern growth — declare 
The time has been, when modesty and truth 
Were deemed additions to the charms of youth ; 
Ercy in the dice- box ^ ladies found delight ; 
Or swoon* d, for lack of cards., on Sunday-night ; 
When women hid their neckst and veiPd their faces^ 
Nor romp^dy nor rak*d, nor stared, at public places: 
Nor took the airs of Amazons-^for graces ! 
When plain domestic virtues were the mode ; 
And wives ne^er dreamt of happiness abroad^ 
But cheered their offsprings skunn* d fantastic airs \ 
Andy with Mf joys of wedlock^ mixt tke cares. 

Suck modes are past— yet sure they merit praise ; 
For marriage triumph'd in those wasseldays: 
No virgin sighed in vain ; no fears arose. 
Lest kolywars skould cause a dearth of beaux : 
By chaste decorum, each^ ajfe^ion gained ; 
By faith and fondness, what she wony maintained. 
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*Tis yours f ye fair! to mtnd a thoughtless age^ 
7%at scorns the press, the pulpity and the stage I 
To yield frail husbands no pretence to stray : 
(Men will be rakesy if a/omen lead the way). 
To soothe — But truce with these preceptive lays ; 
The Muse, who, dazzled with your ancient praise. 
On present worth, and modern beauty tramples. 
Must own, she ne'er could boast more bright examples* 



• Addressing the Boxes. 
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XI MEN A. 



It will be scarcely necessary to add more to the 
above title, than that this Play is a translation from 
the CiD of Corneille.— A Drama, which has so fre- 
ijuently been the su1^e£l «f -critical investigation^ 
leaves to tke observer, upon its transfusion into an* 
other tongue, little beyond remark upon the didion» 
and the sufficiency of 4ts adaptation to British au- 
^diences. 

CiBBERt in the two last A£^8, has added some* 
thing to the intrigue of the business— 'for the scenes 
he adnutted to be finely natural in the original, he 
yet conceived in contrivance defe^ve. — His altera* 
tions disturb the rude dignity of the original. So it 
was that, with a hand more daring still, Tate, from 
the HerculoMiKti of dramatic strudtures, seized the 
magnificent monument of LeaR| and patched it with 
an AMOUR— a la Frangois, 

Ina-straqge Dedication, which we shall not sufifer 
Xiovf to sully the fame of our comic Collby, he was 
weak enough to treat Steblb as an EagU^ and Ad- 
oiSDN as a fTm.— -Such prophanation he was after- 
ward wise enough to retrench,— We spare his me- 
mory the opprobrium of seeing it here. 

Aij 



PROLOGUE. 



As oft infomCd assemblies of tkejair, 

7!%e strait-iac'd prude will no loose possum hectr^ 

Beyond set bounds no lover must address. 

But secret Jlame in distant sigh express ; 

Vet if by chance some gay coquette sails iwp 

ji joyous murmur breaAs the silent scene^ 

Ea€k heart relieved by her enlio^ningjin^ 

Fttls easy hppe, and unconfoCd desir^-i 

Then shuddering pr^da with secnt envy Hm, 

And treat thefops^ they could not catchy witk stonu 

& plays are valued $ wi confined to rtde$f 

Those prudes, the critics, call than feasts for fooUi 

And if an audience Against those rules is marm^d^ 

Or by the lawless force of genius charm' d^ 

Their whole confederate body is alarmed .•* 

Then every ftaturt* s false, though ne'er so tahing. 

The heart's deceix^d, though His with pleasure aching. 

They'll prove your charmer^ not agreeable : 

Thus far' d it with the Qd offam'd ComeUle. 

In France 'twas charg'd with faults were past enduring. 

But still had beauties that were so alluring. 

It rais'd the envy of the grave Htchlieu, 

And, spite ofhisremarhs, cramnfd houses drew: 
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Of this assertion f if the truth you'll knowt 

Two lines zaill prove it from the great BoHeau : 

£n vain contre le Cid un ministre se ligue^ 

Tout Paris pour Ciiaune a les y«|}X de Rodrigue* 

In vam agmmt the Cid tie statesman arms^ 

Paris with Rodrichfiels Ximena*s charms. 

This proves, when pttssion truly wnmghi appears^ 

In plays imper/eB^ * twill t^mmamdyour tears : 

Yet think ntifrom whafs said, we rules despise^ 

To raise yaar wander from akurditks: 

As France impte/dd it from the Spanish pen, 

We hope, now British, ' 'tis ifnprot/'d again : 

And U^mgkdoU tragedy has long scfm'd dead^ 

Yet having laitly rai^d her awfril head^ 

To-night ztnth pains and cost we kum^ly strive 

To keep the spirit of that taste alive I 

iutifiWuPkaeton, in Comeilie*s car, 

Tk* unequal muse unhappily should err. 

At least you^U own from glorious heights shefell^ 

And tker^t-some merit in attempting well. 
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XIMENA; 

OR* 

THE HEROIC DAUGBTER. 



ACTL SCENE I. 

Enter Alvarez, and Cirlos. 

jilvarez* 
Aluancb 1 ha 1 and with the race of Gormaz t 
My mortal foe ! The lung enjoins it» saidst thou \ 
Let me not think thou couldst descend to ask it. 
Take heed, my son, nor let the daughter's eyes 
Succeed in what the father's sword has fail'd ; 
Since I to age have stood his hate unmov'd. 
Be not thou vanquish*d by her female wiles^ 
Nor stain thy honour with insulted love. 

Car* 0» taint not with so hard a thought her virtues. 
Which she has prov'd sincere, from obligations : 
*Tis to her suit I owe my late advancement. 
You know, my lord, the fortune of this sviTord 
Jledeem'd her from the Moors, when late their captivci 
For which, at her return to court, she sweU*d: 
The «i^on with such pndies to. Ae ]ung» 
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He badfc her name the honours could reward it: 
She, conscious of our houses' hate, surprised. 
And yet disdaining that her heart should fail 
In thanks below the-beaiefit receiv'd, 
Warrai'd with th' occasion^ be^g'd his royal favour 
Would rank me iii «hcf field, the Tkx4 her father. 
The king comply *d, and with a smile insisted , 
That from her own fair hand I should receive 
The grace. This forcM me then to visit her : 
TtJSay what foUowM from our interview. 
Might tire, at least, if not.olFead:yoar ear. 

Alv, Not so, my Carlos, but proceed. 

Car, In brief; 
The queen, who now in highest fkvour holds 
The fair Ximena, soon perceiv'd our passion. 
Approved and eherish'd it ; our bouses^ discord^ 
She knew of old, had often shook the state ; 
Whereon she kindly to the king propos'd 
This happy union, as the sole expedient 
To cure those wounds, and £ortify his throne : 
Nay, she, Ximena, if I knew her thoughts. 
Chiefly to that regard resigns Her heart, 
O ! she disclaims, contemns her beauty.^ power, ^ 
And builds no merit but on stable viptue. 

Aiv. If so, I should indeed appiaiid her spirits , 

Car. Oh t had you search'd her soul like me, you 
woil^ld 
Repose your life, your fame, upon her tc«lt)« 

Aiv. On thee at least I'm sureil fnfty; 1 knovr . 
Thou lov'st thy honour equal to JKimefia, 
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And to thdt guard I dare commit thy loire^ ' 
Keep but that union sacred-^— a. 

Car, When I break it^ 
May your displeasure, and Ximena's scorn, 
tJnite their force to torture me with shame :— . 
Butseei she comes! hereyei my Lord, has reach*d 
you. 

J?«/^r XlMENA. 

Mark her concern, the softness of her fear, 
O'ercast with doubt and diffidence to meet yoti ; 
One gentle word from you would chase the cloudy 
And let forth all the lustre of her soul. 

Alv, H^l,fairXimena! beauteous brightness, haift 
Propitious be this meeting to us all. 
With equal joy and wonder I survey thee* 
How lovely's virtue in so bright a form 1 
Thy father's fierceness all is lost in thee ; 
Well have thy eyes reproach'd our houses' jars^ 
And calmM the tempests that have wreck'd our peac6> 
What we with false resentments but inflam'd, 
Thy nobler virtues have appeas'd with honour. 

Xim* These praises from another mouth, my tof d. 
Might dye these glowing cheeks with crimson shame j 
But as they flow thus kihdiy from Alvarez, 
From the heroic sire of my deliverer^ 
As you bestow 'em, my exulting heart, 
Tho' undeserved, receives with joy the sound ? 
Bttt for those virtues you ascribe to me, 
Alas I they arc but copy'd all from thence> 
B 



Carlos, T law* was brave, victorious, great. 

Compassionate-: 1 am^it best but grateful-—^ 

Could I be less reduc'd with obligations ) 
Could I retain our bous^* ancient hate. 
When Carlos' deeds sq greatly had forgot it 7 
If Heaven had will'd Qur feuds should never end^ 
It would have chose some other arm to save me ; 
But if its kinder providence decrees, 
^imena's yielded, heart should cure those ills. 
And bind our passions in the chains of peace ; 
Be witness that, all gracious Heaven, I've gained 
The end, the haven of my hopes on earth. 
And fiU'd the proudest sails of my ambition. 

Mv, Of Carlos, Carlos, we are both subdu*d 1 
Where can such heavenly sweetness find a foe ^ 
What Gorma? may resolve, bis heart can tell, 
But mine no longer can resist such virtue ; 
^18 pride perhaps may triumph o'er my weakiiesa» 
And wrong Ximena to insult Alvares ; 
3e mine that sliame, but then be mine this glory, 

[Htjoms iknr km4t* 
That I surrender to his daughter's merit 
All that her heart demands, or mine can give ; 
}f he's obdurate, let her wrongs reproach him* 

fnter Sanche^ and Alon^q observing tim* 
No thanks, my fair ; for both or neither arc 
Qblig'd : whatever may be due to me, 
l&t love and mutual gratitude repay. 
p. San. Death to my eyes I Alvarez joins their 
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Aton, Forbear! is this a time for jealousy? [Adibi 

D. San. Thou, that hast patience, then, relieve my 
torture. [^side^ 

Car. Oh, Ximfcna ! hdw my heaft*s oppressed with 
shame-*—- 
Thou giv'st me a confusion equal to 
My joy ; I yet am laggard in my duty; 
t must dcspatf to r^ach with equal virtues 
Dread Gormaz* heart, as thou hast touch'd Alvarei'i 

Xim, That hope we must to Providence resign. 
The king intends this day to sound his temper^ 
Which, tho* severe, I know is genfertHis, 
In honour great, as ih resentilients warm, 
t'ierce to the proxid, but to the gentle yielding ; 
The goodness of Alvarez must subdue him. 

jilofl.- My lordj I heard the king enquiring for yoU* 

Aiv. Sir, I attend his Majesty-^T thank you. 

Xim. SaWyou the count, my father, in the presence? 

Alon. Mad^m^ I left him with the king this instant^ 
Withdrawn to th* window, and in conference. 

Xim. *Twas his command f should attend him ther^« 

Alif. Come, fair Ximetta, if thy father's ear 
Inclines like mine, unprejudiced to hedr j 
His hate subdu'd will public good regard. 
And crown thy virgin virtues with reward. 

[Exeunt Alv. Caf. Xirtlj 

D. San, Help me, Alonzo, help me, or I sink j 
Th* oppression is too great for Nature's frame, 
And all my manhood reels beneath the load^ 
O, rage 1 O, torment of successless love I 
By 
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Aion. Alas I I warn'd you of this storm before. 
Vet you, incredulous and deaf, despis'd it; 
But since your hopes are blasted in their bloom. 
Since vowM Ximena never can be yours« 
Forget the folly, and resume your reason ; 
Recover to your vows your love betrothed, 
Return to honour, and the wrong'd Belzara. 

D. San, Why dost thou still obstrufl my happiness. 
And thixart the passion that has seiz'd my soul } 
A friend should help a friend in his extremes. 
And not create, but dissipate his fears. 
*Tis true, I sec Ximena's heart is given. 
But then her person's in a father's power : 
He, I've no cause to fear, will slight my offers. 
Thou know'st th' aversion that he bears Alvarez 
Bars like a rock her wishes from their harbour; 
While Carlos has a fear, shall I despair ? 
Has not the count his passions too to please. 
And will he starve his hate to feed her love ? 
May I not hope he rather may embrace 
The f^ir occasion of my timely, vows. 
To torture Carlos with a sure despair. 
And force Ximena to assist his triumph. 
Nay, she, perhaps, when his commands arc fix'd, 
In pride of virtue may resist her love, 
Suppress the passion, and resign to duty. 
jiipn. Why will ypu tempt such seas of wild dis* 
quiet, 
When honour courts you in a calm to joy i 
Belzara's charms are yielded to your ho^es^ 
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Contra6ted? to your vows, and warm'd to love : 
Ximena scarce has ktfowrledge of your flame, 
Without reproach she racks you with despair^ 
And mustbe perjiir'd could her heart relieve you. 
- D, San: Let her rdieve me, I'll forgive the guilt, * 
tor get it, sittother in her arms the thought^ 
And drown the charming falsehood in the joy* 

Alon, What wild' extravagance of youthful heat 
Obscures your honour, and destroys your reason i 

D* Stan. I am not of that lifeless mould of merii 
That plod the beaten road of virtuous lovej 
With me *tis joyous, beauty giVeS desire^ 
Desire by nature gives instindlive hope ; 
The phoenix, woman, s^ts herself on fire, 
Hope gives us love, our love makes them deslr^^ 
And in the flames they raise, themselves expire* 

Alon. Nor love, nor hope, can give you here success* 

DnSan, Let'those despair whose passions havethciif 
bounds, 
Whose hopes in hazards, ot* in dangers die s 
Shew me the objeft worthy of my flame, 
Let her-be barr'd by obligsltiond, friends^ 
By vows engagM, by pride, aversion, all 
The common letts that give the virtuous dwe*i 
My love would mount the tow'ring falcon's height. 
Cut thro* them all, like yielding air, my way, 
And dowttward dart me rapid on my quarry. 

Alott. Farewell, my lord, some other time perhaps 
This rapture may subside, and want a friend ; 
I shall be gkd to advise when you can hear* 
Biy 



^ 
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•But sec, Belzara comes, with eyes confusM, 
That speak some new disorder in her heart. 
Would you be happy, friend, be just j preserve 
Inviolate the honest vows you've made her. 
farewell, I leave yoi^ to embrace th' occasion. lE^^ 

fn/^ Belzara* 
Bel. I come, Don Sanchez, to inform you of 
A wrong that near concerns our mutual honour j 
*Ti8 whisper'd thro* the court, that you retra^ 
Your solemn vows by contradl made to me. 
And with a perjur'd heart pursue Ximena : 
Such false reports should perish in their birth : 
Vve don^ my honest part, and disbeliev'd *em, 
Po yours, and by your vows perform*d destroy them, 

D. San, Madam, this tender care of me deserves 
Acknowledgments beyond my power to pay ; 
But virtue always is the mark of malice. 
Contempt the best return that we can make it. 

Bei. Virtue should have so strict a guard, as not 
To suffer ev'n suspicion to approach it. 
For tho', Don Sanchez;, I dare think you just. 
Yet while the envious world believes you false, 
I feel their insults, and eqdure the shame. 

D,S(in, Malice succeeds when its report's believ'di 
JScem you to slight it, and the monster's mute. 

BeL t could have hop'd some pause to make me 
slight it ; 
This cold cpncern tp satisfy my fears, 
Proclaims th? d^gcfi fittd goAfirm? th^m UVCt 
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D, San, Then you believe me false ? 
BeL Believe it I Heaven I 
Am I to doubt what, ev'n your looks, your words. 
Your faint evasions, faithlessly confess \ 
Ungrateful man! when you betray 'd my heart, 
You should have taught me too to bear the wrong. 

Z).5a«.When tears with menaces relieve their grief, 
They flow from pride, not tenderness distress'd. 
BeL Insulting, horrid thought 1 am 1 acCus'd 
Of pride, complaining from a breaking heart ? 

D, San, Behold th' unthrifty proof of woman^slove I 
pursue you with the sighs of faithful passion, 
You starve our pining hopes with painted coyness; 
But if our honest hearts disdain the yoke, 
Or seek from sweet variety relief, 
Alarm'd to lose what you despisM secure. 
Your trembling pnde retradts its haughty air. 
And yields to love, pursuing when we fly. 
These lavish tears when I deserved your heart. 
Had held me sighing to be more your slave ; 
But to bestow them when that heart's broke loose. 
When more I merit your contempt than love. 
Arraigns your justice, and acquits my falsehood. 
BeL Injurious, false, and barbarous reproach I 
Have I with-held my pity from your sighs, 
Or us'd with rigour my once boundless power i 
Am I not swifrn by testify*d consent. 
By solemn vows contracted, yielded yours i 
put what avails the force of truth*s appeal, 
Where th' offender i? himself the judg^ \ 
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But yet, remember, tyrant, while you triumph, 
I am Don Hcnrick's daughter^ whom you <iare betray; 
Henrick, whose fam'd revenge of injur'd honout, 
Dares step as deep in blood, as you in provocations. 

D. ^an, Sinoe then your seeming grief's with ragc^ 
reliev'd, 
Hear me with temper, madam, once fdr all. - 
You urge our solemn contrafl sworn ; I own 
The fa^, but must deny the obligation : 
*Twas not to me, but to a father's will. 
To Henrick's dread* commands, your pride submitted. 
Since then your merit's to obedience due, 
Seek your reward from doty, not from Sanchez : 
Your slightSito me live yet recorded hefe^ 
Nor can your forc'd submissions now remove them.- 
Ximena's softer heart has rais'd me to 
A flame, that gives at once reVenge and rapture. 
How far Don Henrick may resent the change, 
I neither know, nor with concern shall hear : 
Nay, trust your injur'd patience to inftame him. 

jQe/. Inhuman, vain provoker of my heart, 
i need not urge the ills ihat must overtake thee ; 
Thy giddy passions will, without my aid. 
Punish their guilt, and to themselves be fatal* 
Ximena's heart is fix'd as far above 
Thy hopes, as truth and virtue from thy souh 
To her avenging scorn I yield thy love 5 
There, faithless wretch, indulge thy vain desires^ 
And starve, like tortur'd Tantalus, in plenty 3 
Gaze on her charms forbidden to thy tast(| 
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Famish 'd and pining at the tempting feast. 
Still rack'd, and reaching at thie flying fair, 
pursue thy falsehood, and embrace despair. [Exit^ 

Z>. San, So raging winds in furious storms arise. 
Whirl o'er our h^ads, and are when past forgotten. 

Enter Alonzo. 

Aton, Why, Sanchez, are you still resolvM on min? 
t met Belzara in disorder'd haste : 
At sight of me she stopt, and would have spoke 
But grief, alas, was grown too strong for words ; 
When turning from my view her mournful eyes, 
8he burst into a show'r of gushing tears, 
And in the conflifl of her shame retir'd. 
OJi; yet col left your temper into thought, 
And shun the precipice that gapes before you : 
A moment hence, convinc*d, your eyes will seiB 
Ximena parted from your hopes for ever, 

D. San. Why dost thou double thus my new dis<» 
quiets ? 
For pains foreseen are felt before they come. 

Enter King, Gormaz, Alvarez, Carlos, Xn 
MEN A, &c, 

jllon. Behold the king, Alvarez, and her father. 
Be wise, tlio' late, and pro6t from the issue. 

King, Count Gormaz, you, and you Alvarez, hear, 
Tho* in the camp your swords, in court your counsel, 
Have justly raisM your fame to envy'd heights, 
ypt Ipt me still deplore your race and ypU| 
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That from a ]([>ng descent of lineal heat. 
Your private feuds as oft have shook the state ; 
And what's the source of this upheld defiance ? 
Alasl the stubborn claim of ancient rank,* 
Held from a two day's antedated honour. 
Which gave the younger house pre-eminence. 
How many valiant lives have easM our foes 
Of fear, destroyed by this Contested tit»e ; 
And what's decided by this^ endless valour f 
Whose honour yet coivfesses the si^perior ? 
While both dare die, the quarrel is iromortal i 
Or say that force on one part has prevail'd. 
Is there such merit in unequal strength? 
If violence is virtue^ brutes may boast it : 
Lions with lions grapple, and dispwle ; 
But men are only great, truly viftorious^ 
When with superior reason they subdue. 
Can you then think you are in honour bound 
To heir the fo^es of your ancestors? 
Since they have left you virtues and renown, 
Transmit not lo posterity their blame. 

u^v, and Got. My gracious lord 

King. Yet hold ; 1*11 hear you both. 
Of your compliance, Gormaz, Tve no doubt ; 
This quarrel in your nobkr breast was dying, 
Had hot, Alvarez, you reviv'd it. 

Mv. I! 
Wherein, my gracious lord, stand I 8uspe6led > 

King^ What else could mean that aullcn gloom y<m 
wore, 



A3 L THE HEROIC DAUGHTBR. I9 

That conscious discontent, so ill concealed 
In your abrupt retirement from our court, 
When late the valiant count was made our general ? 
'Was't not your own request you might resign it } 
Which tho% 'tis true, you long hadfill'd with honour. 
Was it for you to circumscribe our choice ? 
T' oppose from private hate the public good, 
And in his case whose merit had preferred him ? 
When his fierce temper, from refle^on calm, 
Inclin'd to let the embers of his heat expire. 
Was it well done thus to revive the flame, 
To wake his jealous honour to resentment. 
And shake that union we had laid to heart i 
)f thou hast ought to urge, that may defend 
Thy late behaviour, or accuse hiscondu6l, 
Unfold it free, we are prepar'd to hear. 

Alv, Alas, my lord! the wortd misjudges me. 
My hate suppos'd is not so deeply rooted ; 
Age has allay'd those fevers of my honour. 
And weary nature now would rest from passions. 
The noble count, whose warmer blood may boil. 
Perhaps is still my foe ; I am not his. 
Nor envy him those honours of his merit. 
Where virtue is, i dare be just, and see it. 
Your msycsty has spoke your wisdom in 
Vour ch(Hce, for I have seen his arm deserve it. 
In all the sieges, battles I hare won, 
\ knew not better to command, than he 
To execute : those wreaths of victory 
'JM Nourish still upon this hoary brow, 
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Impartial I confess, his aftive sword 
Has lopt from heads of Moors, and planted there. 
King, How has report, my Gormaz^ wrong'd this 

man? 
Alv. Nor was the cause of my retirement more^ 
Than that I found it time to ease my age, 
tJnfit fot" farther a6lion, and bequeath 
My son the needless pomp of my possessions. 

King, Is*t possible? Could'st thou conceal thi? 

goodness ? 
Could secret virtue take so firm a root. 
While slander like a canker kill'd its beauties ? 
Gormaz, if yet thou art not passion's slave. 
Take to thyself the glory to reward him. 
Gor, My lord, the passions that have warm*d this 

breast^ 
Vet never stirr*d but in the cause of honour. 
Honour's the spring that moves my a^ive life. 
And life's a tornient while that right's invaded. 
Shew me the man whoSe merit claims ray love^ 
Whose milder virtues modestly assail me, 
And honour throws me at his feet submissive. 
I proof of this, there needs but now to own. 
The generous advances of Alvarez, 
Have turned my fierce resentments into shame. 
What can I more ? My words but faintly speak m*. 
But since my king seems pleas'd with my conversion. 
My heart and arms are open to embrace him. 

King. Receive him, soldier, to thy heart, and give 
Your king this lory of your mutual conquest. 

[ITiey embrace. 
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Xim* Auspicious omen 1 

Car. O transporting hope I 

D, San. Adders and serpents mix in their embraces. 

[Apart. 

King, O, Gormaz 1 O, Alvarez t stop not here. 
Confine not to yourselves your stinted virtue. 
But in this noble ardour of your hearts^ 
Secure to your posterity your peace : 

[Carlos and Ximena AneeL 
Behold the lifted hands, that beg the blessing. 
The hearts that burn to ratify the joy. 
And to your heirs unborn transmit the glory. 

Cor. Receive her, Carlos, from a father's handj 
Whose heart by obligations was subdu*d. 

Ah. Accept, Ximena, all my age holds dear^ 
Not to my bounty, but thy merit due. 

King. O, manly conquest! 6, exalted worth I 
What honours can we offer to applaud it i 
To grace this triumph of Ximena's eyes. 
Let public jubilee conclude the day. • 
Sound all our sprightly instruments of war. 
Fifes, clarions, trumpets, speak the general joy« 

Mv. Raise high the clangor of your lofty notesy 
Sound peace at home- 

Oor. And terror to our foes. 

King. Let the loud cannon from the ramparts roar^ 

Gor. And make the frighted shores of Afric ring. 

Car. Long live, and ever glorious live, the king I 
ITrumpets and voliics at a distanct* 
C 
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Ah. O, may this glorious day for ever stand 
FamM in the rolls of late recorded time. 

King. This happy utiion flx'd^ my lords, we now 
Must crave your counsel in our state's defence- 
Letters this mom alarm us with designs 
The Moors are forming to invade our realms t 
But let them foe, weVe now prepared to meet them. 
7%e prince that would sit free from foreign fears^ 
Should first with peace compose intestine jars ; 
Of hearts united while secure at kome^ 
His rash invaders to their graves fnust come, [Exeunt* 
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- ■ - 

Enter Don Sanchez. 

Sanchez. 
Relentless fortime! thou hast done thy part, 
Negle6led nothing to oppose my love. 
But thou shalt find, in thy despite^ I'll on. 
Wert thou not blind indeed, thou hadst foreseen 
Tlie honour done this hour to old Alvarez, 
His being nam'd the prince's governor, 
(Which I well knew th' ambitious Gormaz aim'd at) 
Must like a wildfire's rage embroil their union. 
Rekindle jealousies in Gormaz* heart, 
Whose fatal flame must bury all in aisles : 
But see, he comes, and seems to ruminate 
With pensive grudge the king's too partial favour* 
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Etdtr GoKMAZ on the other Side, 

Got. The king, methinks, is sudden in his choice-*- 
*Tis true» I never sought (but therefore is 
Not less the merit) nor obliquely hinted^ 
That I de&ir'd the office~-He has heard 
Me say^ the prince, his son, I thought was now 
Of age to change his prattling female court, 
And claim'd a governor's instruftive guidance—-* 
Th* advice, it seems, was fit— but not th' adviser— 
Be't so — why is Alvarez then the man i 

. He may be qnalify'd— I'll not dispute 

But was not Gormaz too of equal merit ? 
Let me not thipk Alvarez plays me foul— — 

That cannot be be knew I would not bear it— 

And yet why he's so suddenly preferred 

I'll think no more on't— ^Time will soon resolve me* 

D. San. Not to disturb, my lord« your gr^vec 
thoughts, 
May I presume——* 

Gor, Don Sanchez may command mc. 
This youthful lord is sworn our house's friend; 
If there's a cause for jeajous thought, he'll find it. 

[Asidek 

D, San* I hear» my lord> the king hss fresh advice 
received 
Of a design'd invasipn from the Moors, 
Holds it confirm'd^ or is it only rumour ? 

Gor. Such, new alarms indeed his letters bring, 
But yet their groMpds.sfenrd dopbtCui at the council* 
Cij 



±4 ximena; or, AS IK 

D, San. May it not prove some policy of state ? 
Some bugbear danger of our own creating ? 
The king, I have observM, is-skill'd in rule, 
Perfpdl in all the arts of tempering minds. 
And — for the public good — can give alarms 
Where fears are not, and hush them where they are. 

Gor. 'Tis so ! he hints already at my wrongs. 

p. San, Not but such prudence well becomes a 
prince ; 
For peace at home is worth his dearest purchase. 
Yet he that gives his just resentments up, 
Tho* honour 'd by the royal mediation , 
And sees his enemy enjoy the fruits. 

Must have more virtues than his king to bear it - 

Perhaps, my lord, I am not understood, 
Nay, hope my jealous fears have no foundation ; 
But when the ties of friendship shall demand it, 
Don Sanchez wears a sword that will revenge you, 

[Gaingf 

Gor. Don Sanchez, stay — I think thou art my friend: 
Thy noble father oft has serv*d me in 
The cause of honour, and his cause was mine. 
What thou hast said, speaks thee Balthazar's son, 
I need not praise thee more— —If I deserve 
Thy love, refuse not what my heart's concem'd 
To ask ; speak freely of the king, of me, 
Of old Alvarez, of our late alliance, 
And what has followed since : then sum the whole. 
And tell me truly, where tjie account's unequal. 

D. San, My lord, you honour with too great a triist 
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The judgnieptof my irtexpqricnQ'd y^ars ; 
Yet for the time I have observ'd on men, 
I've always found tlie generous open heart 
Betray 'd, and made the prey of minds below it. 
Oh I 'tis the curse of manly virtue, that 
Cowards^ with cunning, are too strong forheroes: 
And since you press me to unfold my thoughtdfy 
I grieve to see your spirit so defeated, 
Your just resentments by vile arts of court 
Beguil'd, and melted to resign their terror. 
Your-honest hate, that had for ages stood 
Unmov'dy and firmer from your foes' defiance^ 
Now sapp*d, and undermin'd by his submission* 
Alvarez knew you were impregnable 
To force, and changM the soldier for the statesman j 
While you were yet his foe profess'd. 
He durst not take these honours o'er your head ; 
Had you still held him at his distatKe duCf 
He would have trembled to have sought this office ^ 
When once the king inclined to make his peace, 
I saw too well the secret on the auvil, 
And soon foretold the favour that succeeded : 
Alas I this project has been long concerted, 
Resolv*d in private 'twixt the king and him» 
Laid out and managM here by secret agents, 
While he, good man, knew nothing of the honour, 
But from his sweet repose was dragg'd t' accept it- 
Ohp it inflames my blood to think this fear 
Should.get thestart of your unguarded spirit, 

Ciy 
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And proudly vaunt it in the plumes he stole 
From you I 

Gar. Oh, Sanchez, thou hast fir'd a thought. 
That was before but dawning in my mind I 
Oh, now afresh it strikes my memory. 
With what dissembled warmth the artful king 
First charg'd his temper with the gloom he wore. 
When I supplyM his late command of general ! 
Then with what fawning flattery t j me 
Alvarez I fear disguis'd his trembling hate, 
And sooth*d my yielding temper to believe him. 

D, San, Not flattery, my lord ; f ho' I must grant 
»Twas praise well-tim'd, and therefore skilfuL 

Gou Now, on my soul, from him 'twas loathsome 
daubing! 
I take thy friendship, Sanchez, to my heart ; 
And were not my Ximena rashly promis'd 

D. San, Ximena's charms might grace a monarch's 
bed. 
Nor dares my humble heart admit the hope. 
Or, if it durst, some fitter time should shew it : 
Results more pressing now demand your thought } 
First ease the pain of your depending doubt. 
Divide this fawning courtier from the friend. 

Gor. Which way shall I receive, or thank thy love ? 

D; San, My lord, you over- rate me now — But see, 
Alvarez comes — ^now probe his hollow heart. 
Now while your thoughts are warm with his deceit. 
And mark how calmly he'll evade the charge. 
My lord, I'm gone, [E»U 
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Got, I am thy friend for ever. 

inter Alvarez. 

Ah, My lord, the king is walking forth to see 
The prince, his Jon, begin his horsemanship : 
If you're inclin'd to see him, I'll attend you. 

Gor, Since duty calls me not, I've no delight 
To be an idle gapor on another's business. 
You may indeed find pleasure in the office, 
Which you've so artfully contriv'd to fit, 

Alv. Contriv'd, my lord I I'm sorry such a thought 
Can reach the man whom I so late embrac'd. 

Gor, Men are not always what they seem — ^This 
honour. 
Which, in another's wrong, you've barter'd for. 
Was at the price of those embraces bought. 

Aly. lia I bought I For shame, suppress this poor 
suspicion 1 
For if you think^ you cann't but be convinc'd 
The naked honour of Alvarez scorns 
Such base disguise — Yet pause a moment—- 
Since our great roaster, with such kind concern. 
Himself has interpos'd to heal our feuds. 
Let us not, thankless, rob him of the glory. 
And undeserve the grace by new false fears. 

Gor, Kings are, alas I but men, and form'd like usy, 
Subje£l alike to be by men deceived : 
The blushing court from this lash choice will sec 
How blindly he o'erlooks superior merit. 
Could no man fill the place but worn Alvarez I 



Alv. Worn more w.ilh. w,Quwds andvi^ries than 
age. 
Who stands befofehim in gi^at anions past? 
But I'm to blame to urge that merit npw. 
Which will but shock w^t rea«oning:may convince* 

Gor. The -fawning slaye! Oh, Sanche^« how I 
. thauH thee ! [^AHde. 

Ah, You have a,v.irtuqus daughter, I. a son. 
Whose softer hearts puf. mutual hands haye rais'd 
Ev'n to the swmmjt of expe6ted joy ; 
i;f, no regard to me*, yet. let, at lea?t, 
Your pity of their passions rein your tejijper. 

Gor, Oh, needless care ! td nobler objedls now^ 
that son, be sure, in vanity, pretends ; 
While l^i$ high father's wisdom is preferr'd 
To guide apd govern our great monarch's son^ 
His proud aspiring heart forgets Xiraena. 
Think not of him, but your superior care ; 
Instrudl the royal youth to rule with awe 
His future subjefts, trembling at his frown > 
Teach him to bind the loyal heart in love. 
The bold and fa^ious in the chains of fear ; 
Join to these virtues too your warlike deeds. 
Inflame him with the vast fatigues you've borne^ 
. But now are past, to shew him by example^ 
And give him in the closet safe renown; 
Read him what scorching suns he must endure^ 
What bitter nights must wake, or sleep in arms^ 
To countermarch the foe, to give th* alarm. 
And to his own great conduct owe the day; 



JB !l. THB HEROIC DAVGHTER. 3^ 

Mark him on charts the order of the battle^ 
And make him from your manuscripts a hero. 

Alv. Ill-temper'd man ! thus to provoke the hearty 
Whose tortur*d patience is thy only friend I 

Gar. Thou only to thyself canst be a friend : 
I tell thee, false Alvarez, thou hast wrong'd me, 
liast basely robb'd me of my merit's right, 
And intercepted our young prince's fame. 
His youth with me had found the adlivc proof, 
The Uving pra6lice of experienc'd war 5 
This sword had taught him glory in the field. 
At once his great example and his guard ; 
His unfledg'd wings from me had learnt to soar, 
And strike at nations trembling at my name : 
This r had done ; but thou, with servile arts. 
Hast, fawning, crept into our master's breast, 
Elbow'd superior merit from his ear. 
And, like a courtier^ stole his son from glory. 

Alv. Hear me, proud man I for now I burn to speak^ 
Since neither truth can sway, nor temper touch thee ^ 
Thus 1 retort with scorn thy sland'rous rage v 
Thou, thou the tutor of a kingdom's heir 1 
Thou guide the passions of o'cr^boiling youth. 
That canst not in thy age yet rule thy own ! 
For shame! retire, and purge th'- imperious heart. 
Reduce thy arrogant, self-judging pride, 
Correct the meanness of thy groveling soul. 
Chase daran'd suspicion from thy m<inly thoughts. 
And learn to treat with honour thy superior. 

Got, Superior, ha I dar'st thou provoke me, traitor-r 
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Ah. Upband me, ruffian, lest tby hold prove fatal. 

Gor, Tal^e that, audacious dotard t [Str^shim. 

4lv» Oh» my bloody 
Flow forward to piy ari^i, to chain this tyger ! 
If thou art brave, now bear thee lil^e a man. 
And quit my ho.pour of this vile disgrace. 

\TkeyJightf Alvarez is disarm' di 
Oh, feeble lif<p, \ have top long endur'd thee t 

Gor, Thy sword is mine ; ta|f;ie back th' inglorious 
trophy. 
Which vvrouW disgra9e thy vigor's thigh ta wear. 
Now forward to thy chsirge, read to the prince 
This ipnartial le^ure of thy fam'd exploits ; 
And from this wholeso;o(\9 chas^isemevty lesuro tbon 
To tempt the patience of ftftjtided honour. [Exit. 

Alv, Ob, iragel Ob« wild despair! Ql\, helpless. age I 
Wert thou but lei>t roe to, survive my honour ? 
Am I with niartial toils worn gr% and kc^ 
At last one hoiv'^ blight \^ was^ie. i^y liaureU i 
^ this fam'd arm to me alone diefenceliess i 
Has it so often pj?Qp'4 this en;^ire'^ glory, 
FencM, like a ran^pact, the C^ili^ thsoo^e^ 
To me alone diisgraceiuU tp, Its maater useless 7 
Oh, sharp remembrance oi dep^irted gljoxy t 
Oh^ fatal dignity, too dearly pujcch^'d 1 
Now, haughty Gorqaa9> iv^w gvi.df) tliop my priope ; 
Insulted honour 13 unfit t' sppr^oa^h. him* 
And ^hou, once glpr,ipus weapoo, ^e thee weU^ 
Old servant, woi^^hy of;an aWer m^teri 
Lpave no>>: for eyei; hi«.a}^%Q(^,n,'4 &id|V 
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And, to reTetige him, grace some nobler arih. 
My son \ 

Enter Carlos, 

Oh, Carlos I tanfst thon bear dishonodr ? 

Car. What villain dares occasion, sir, the question? 
Give me his name ; the proof shall answer him. 

Alv. Oh, just reproach 1 Oh, prompt resentftfl fire I 
My blood rekindles at thy hlanly flami^ 
And glads my labouring hea^t WT<h youth's return. 
Up, up, my son — I canrfot speak my rfisime— — • 
Revenge, retefige me ! 

Car. Oh, my rage!— Of what f 
Alv* OfatiindignifysO^^il^y my heart 
Redoubles all ks torture to repeat it. 
A blow, a blow, my b6y ! . 
Car, Distraftion! fiiry ! 
Alv. In Vain, alias \ fhi\s feeble airm assar?I*d» 
With mortal vengeance, the aggressor's heart : 
He dally'd with my age,^o'erbol^n', hvsultedj 
Therefore to tAy yotth*g afi^m, for 8u¥6 revenge, 
My sotif's distress cbAimits my swOrd and (ause : 
Pursue hirt-, Carlos, fo the w6rld*s la'st bovindsy 
And from his heart teat back bur bleeding hbnoui^. 
Nay, to mHam'e thee mofb, thon'lt find his br6w 
Covir'd With laui^h, and far-famM his prowess: 
Oh, I have seeh Hith, dreadfilil in the fiefd, 
Cut thrt)' Whole squadi^ons hfe destru^Tive way, 
And snatch the gore-dy'd standinrd from th^ foe I 
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Car. Oh» ratk not with his fame my tortur'd heart. 
That hums to know him, and eclipse his glory I 

jIIv. Tho* I foresee 'twill strike thy soul to hear it ; 
Yet since our gasping honour calls for thy 
Relief Oh, Carlos 1^— 'tis Ximena's fathe r 

Car. Hal 

j^lv. iPause not for a reply — i— I know thy love, 
I know the tender obligations of thy heart. 
And even lend a sigh to thy distress. 
I grant Ximena dearer than thy life ; 
But wounded honour must surmount them both. 
I need not urge thee more ; thou know'st my wr«ng ; 
•Tis in thy heart, and in thy hand the vengeance ; 
Blood only is the balm for grief like mine. 
Which, 'till obtainM^ I will in darkness mourn, 
Nor lift my eyes to light, till thy return. 
But haste, overtake this blaster of my name^ 
Fly swift to vengeance, and brkig back my fame. 

[Exit. 

Car. Relentless Heav'n I is all thy thunder gone ? 
Not one bolt left to finish my despair 1 
Lie stilly my heart, and close this deadly wound; 
Stir not to thought, for motion is thy ruin. 
But see, the frighted poor Ximena comes. 
And with her tremblings strikes thee cold as death. 
My helpless father too, o*erwhelm'd with shame. 
Begs his dismission to his grave with honour. 
Ximena weeps ; heart-pierc'd Alvarez groans ; 
Rage lifts my sword, and love arrests my arm : 
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Ohy double torture of distra6ling wo 1 

Is there no mean betwixt these sharp extremes ? 

*Must honour perish^ if I spare my love? 

Ohy ignominious pity 1 shameful softness I 

Must I, to right Alvarez, kill Ximeha? 

Oh ». cruel vengeance I Oh, heart- wounding honour t 

Shall I forsake her in her soul's extremes. 

Depress the virtue of her filial tears. 

And bury in a tomb our nuptial joy ? 

Shall that just honour that subduM her heart. 

Now build its fame relentless on her sorrows. 

Instruct me, Heav*u, that gav'st me this distress, 

To choose, and bear me worthy of my being ! 

Oh, Love, forgive me, if my hurry'd soul 

Should a6l with error in this storm of fortune ; 

For Heav'n can tell what pangs I feel to save thee 1 

But hark I the shrieks of drowning honour call 1 

^is sinking, gasping, while I stand in pause ; 

Plunge in, my heart, and save it from the billow»* 

It will be so the blow's too sharp a pain. 

And vengeance has at least this just excuse. 
That ev*n Ximena blushes while I bear it & 
Her generous heart, that was by honour won. 
Must, when that honour's stain'd, abjure my love. 

Ohy peace ofmind^farezoeU! JUvenge^ I comcp 

And raise thy altar on a nummjul tomb I [Exit.^ 
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Jot Hi. ^'cenei. 



Enter Garcia and Gormaz. 

Gormaz, 
The king is master of his wit! and me : 
But be it as it may — what's done's irrevocable. 

Gar, My lord, you ill receive this mark of favour. 
And while thus obstinate, inflame your fault. 
When sove^^igh power descends to ask of subjects 
The due submission which its will may force, 
Your danger's greater from sikh slighted fnildness. 
Than shoiM you disobey its full commands. 

Got. "the conse<luence, perhaps, lAay prove it so. 

Gar. flave you nb fear of what Ms frown rimy do ? 

G6r. His he no ftar of what my wrongs may do ? 
Men of My rafik are rtot irt' hours undone ; 
Wh6h I am crushed,' 1 fafl wiib vengeance round ihe. 

Gar. The fash indi'grtiiy you've done Alvarez^ 
Without som'e ^i^oof of \^rong, beai^s no excuse. 

Got. I am myself the juWge of what I feel ; 
I feel h5itt false, and, feeling, must resent. 

•fta/. Shall it be deem'd a falsehood to accept 
A dignity by royal hands conferred ? 

Gor. He should have wav'd it ; first consulted me* 
He might have held me still his friend sincere. 
Have sharM my fortunes, as a friend entreating ; 
But basely thus to out me of my right. 
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By treacherous ads to do me private v^roug. 

Is what I never can forgive, and have rescnte^l. 
Gar, But in this violence you offend the king, 

The sanflion of whose choice daim'd more regard. 
Gor, Why am I fretted witl> these chains of honour. 

Less free than others in my just resentments ; 

Who, unprovok'd myself, do no man wrong, 

But injured, am as storms implacable } 
Gar, My lord, this stubborn temper will undo you* 
Gor, Then, sir, Alvarez vyilt bf; satisfy'd. 
Oar, Be yet persuaded, dnd compose this broil. 
Gor, My resolution's fix*d ; let's ^vayc the subjefl* 
Gar, Will you refuse aU terms pf reparation I 
Gor, All, all, that are notfcom my hono\ir duel 
Gar, Dare you not trust that honour, with tl,ieking^ 
Gor. My life's my king's, my honour is my owq. 
Gi{r, Wha^s t;hen, iti short, yp\ur aO.sv.er I For (h« 
king 

Expedis it on my $rst r^turp. 
Gor. 'Tis t.bis. 

That I dare die, but cannot boiy Xo shatne« 
Gar^ My lor^, I take my leave. 
Gor, Doi\ Garcia*s servant. [£x«/ Garcia. 

Who fears not des^th, smiles at the frowns of power. 

Enter Ci^&LOS. 

Car, My lord, your leave to talk with you. 
Gor. Be free. 
I did expect you on this late occasion. 
P.U 
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Car. I'm glad to find you do my honour right ; 
And hope you'll not refuse it wrong'd Alvarez. 

Gcr, He bad a sword to right himself. 

Car. That sword is here. 

Gor. 'Tis well ; the place — and let our time be short. 

Car, One moment's respite, for Ximena's sake : 
She has not wrong'd me, and my heart would spare hers^ 
We bothy without a stain to either's honour. 
May pity her distress, and pause to save her : 
Nor need I blush that I suspend my cause. 
Since with its vengeance her sure woes are blendecL 
Not for myself, but for her tender sake, 
I bend me to the earth, and beg for mercy. 
Let not her virtues suffer for her love j 
Oh, lay not on her innocence the grief 
Of a mournM father's, or a lover's blood I 
Oh, spare her sighs, prevent her streaming tears y 
Stop this effusion of my bleeding honour. 
And heal, if possible, its wounds with peace I 

Gor. What you have offer'd for Ximena's sake^ 
Will, in her gratitude, be full repaid ; 
And for the peace you ask, that's yours to give. 
Submission 'tis in vain to hope ; for knoW, 
I have tJiis hour refus'd it to the king. 
Thy father's arts betray'd my friendship's faith ;^ 
I felt the wrong, and, as I ought, reveng'd it. 
We're now on equal terms : but if his cause- 
So deep is in thy heart, that thou resolv'st. 
With fruitless vengeance, to provoke my rage,. 
Then tho^, not I, art auihor of thy ruin. 
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Car. Support me now, Ximena, gu^rd my heart. 
And bar this pressing provocation's eptraxice. [^Asidff 
Have I, my lord, in person wrong'd; you } 
Gor. No. 

Car, Why then these fatal cruelties to me. 
That I must lose, or wrong Ximena's love i 
For she must scorn me, should I bear my shame ; 
Or fly me, tho* ipy honour should, revenge it. 
Gcr. Place that to thy misfortune, not to mc. 
Car. Not to you ! 
Am I not forc'd by wrongs I Wush to name. 
To prosecute this fatal reparatjoi^, 
Which, had you temper or a feeling here, 
Had you the spirit to confess your error, 
Your heart's confusion had subdq'd AJyarez, 
And thrown you at his injur'd feet.fpr pardon f 

G^. If thoucom'st here to talk me, from my senscj 
Or think*8t with words t' extenuate his guilt. 
Thou offer'st to the winds thy forceless plea. 
I will not bear the mention of his truth ; 
His falsehood's here, 'tis rooted in my heart. 
And justifies a worse revenge than I have taken. 
Car. Oh, patience, Heav'nl Oh, tottur'd rage I 
Not speak . 

The pious pangs of my, torn soul insulted I 
Have I for this bow'd down my humble knee. 
To swell thy triumph o'er my father's wrongs^ 
And hear him tainted with a traitor's practice? 
Oh, give me back that vile submissive shame^ 
That I may meet thee with retorted scorn^ 
Diij 
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Can love subsist on shame, that sprung from honour I 
Shall I reduce him to such hard contempt. 
And raise on infamy our nuptial joy ? 
Ah, no ! no means are left for my relief: 
Let him resist, or yield to ray distress, 
Or shame or sorrow's sure to meet me. 
BeL Ximena has, I see, a soul reBn*d, 
Too great, too just, too noble to be happy : 
True virtue must despair from this vile world 
To crown its days with unallay'd reward* 
But see, your servant is returned—- Good n«ws. 
Kind Heav*n I 

Enter a Page, 
Kim* Speak quicklyi hast thou seen Don Carlpsf 
Page. Madam, where your commands dire£ted me^ 
I've made the striflest search in vain to find him. 
Xim, Now, now, Belzara, where*s that hope thou 

gav'st me ? 
BeL Nor hast thougain'd no knowledge of his steps) 
Has no one seen him pass, or heard of him } 
• Page. As I return'd, the centinel that guards 
The gate inform*d me, that he saw him scarce 
Ten minutes hence pass in disorder'd haste 
From out this very house alone, 
BeL Alone I 

Page, Alone I and after soon my lord, wrapped i« 
His cloak, without a servant, followM Ivm. 
Xim* Oh, Heav'n I 
BeL No servant, saidst thou t 
1 
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Page. None ; and as 
My lord came forth, the soldier standing to 
His arms, he sign'd forbiddance, and reply'd. 
Be sure you saw me not. 

Xim. Then ruin's sure ; 
They are engag'd, and fatal blood must follow. 
Excuse, my dear, this hurry of my fate ; 
One moment lost may prove an age too late. [Exit, 

Bei, Hgwe'er my own affl.iftions press my heart, 
I bear a part in poor Ximena's grief; 
Tho* e*en' the worst that can befall her hopes. 
May better be endured than what I feel. 
Oh, nothing can destroy her lover's truth I 
Carlos may prove unhappy, not inconstant ; 
Whatever disasters may obstru6l her joy. 
The comfort of his truth is sure to find her; 
That thought ey'n pains of parting may remove, 
Or fill up all the space of absence with delight. 
But I, alas 1 am left to my despair alone, 
Confin'd to sigh in solitude my woes. 
Or hide with anguish what I blush to bear. 
In vain the woman's pride resents my wrongs, 
Unconquer'd Love maintains his empire still. 
And with new force insults my heart's resistance. 

Enter Alon-zo hastily. 
Ahn, Your pardon, madam — Have you seen. Lord 
Gormaz ? 
I come to warn him that he stir not hence ; 
The guards are order'd to attend his door. 
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Bel. Alas, they are too late I Carlos an4 he 
Are both gone forth, 'tis fear'd, with fatal purpose ; 
And poor Ximena, drowned in tears, has followed 
them. 

Alon. Then 'tis, indeed, too late — I wish my friend. 
The rash Don Sanchez, had not blown this fire. 
Be not concern'd, madam ; I know your griefs, 
And, as a friend, have laboured to prevent them. 
You have not told Ximena of his falsehood ? 

Bel. Alas, I durst notl knowing that her friendship 
Would for my sake so coldly treat his yows. 
That 'twould but more provoke him to insult me. 

Alon» You judge him right; patience will yet recall 
him ; 
•Tis not his love, but pride, pursues Ximena; 
A youthful heat, that with the toil will tire. 
Be comforted ; I'll still observe his steps. 
And when I find him staggering, catch hini back 
To love, and warm him with his vows of ^onour* 

But duty calls me to the kit\g Shall I 

Attend you, madam ? 

Bel. Sir, I thank your care. 
My near concern for poor Ximena*s fa^e 
Keeps me impatient here, till her return. [ExeunU 

Enter Kino, Garcia, Sanchez, Attendantsm 

King, Since mild entreaties fail, our power shall 
force him. 
Could he suppose his insult to ourpervsou oiierM, 
His outrage, done within our palace walls. 
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Deserv'd the lenity we've deign'd to shew him ? 
Is yet Alonzo with our orders gone ? 
Gar, He is, my lord, but not return 'd. 
D, San. Dread sir, 
For what the count has ofFerM to Alvarez 
I dare not plead excuse ; but as his friend. 
Would beg your royal leave to mitigate 
His seeming disobedience to your pleasure. 
Restraint, however just, opposM against 
The tide of passion, makes the current fiercer. 
Which of itself in time had ebb'd to reason ; 
Your will surpris'd him in his heart's emotion. 
Ere thought had leisure to compose his mind i 
Great souls are jealous of their honour's shame. 
And bend reluctant to enjoinM submission : 
Had your commands oblig*d him to repair 
Alvarez* wrongs with hazards in your service. 
Were it to face the double number'd foe, 
To pass the rapid stream thro* showers of fire. 
To force the trenchment, or to storm the breach, 
1*11 answer he*d embrace with joy the charge. 
And march intrepid in commands of honour. 

King, We doubt not of his daring in the field; 
But he mistakes, if he concludes from thence. 
That to persist in wrong is height of spirit. 
Or to have a6led wrong is always base : 
Perfe6!ion*s not the attribute of man, 
Nor therefore can a fault confess*d degrade him; 
The lowest minds have spirits to offend^ 
But few can readi the courage to confess it. 
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Submitting to our will, the count had lost 
No fame, nor can we pardon his refusal. 
What you have said, Don Sanchez, speaks the friend ; 
What we resolve, 'tis fit should speak the king : 
Wc both have said enough — The public now 
Requires our thought. We are informed ten sail 
Of warlike vessels, mann'd with our old foes. 
The Moors, were late discovered off our coast. 
And steering to the river's mouth their course. 

Gar. The lives, sir, they have lost in (ike attempts 
Must make them cautious to repeat the danger j 
This is no time to fear them. 

King. Nor contemn ; 
Too full security has oft been fatal. 
Consider with what ease the flood, at night. 
May bring them down t* insult our capital. 
Let at the port, and on the walls, our guards 
Be doubled ; till the mora that force may serve. 
Gormaz has tim'd it ill to be in fault. 
When his immediate presence is requir'd. 

Gar» My liege, Alonzo is return'd. 

Enter Alonzo* 



King. •Tiswell- 

Have you obey*d us ? Is the count confin'd ? 

Alon. Your orders, sir, arriv'd unhappily 
Too late; the count, with Carlos, was before 
Gone forth, to end their fatal difference : 
As I came back, I met the gathering crowd 
In fright, and hurrying to the western gate. 
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To^ee, asHiey^reported, inthe^ld. 
The bedy <of tome murder'd rnxbleman. 
Struck with my fears, I hasted to the place» 
'Where to ray sense's horror, when arriv'd, 
1 found thctti true, «nd Gorman just expir'd ; 
While fair Ximena, to adorn the wo, 
BathM liis pale breathless body with her tears. 
Calling with cries for justice on his head, 
Whose niefulhand had done the barbarous deed. 
The pitying crowd took part in her distress, 
And joinM her moving plaints for due revenge 5 
While some, in kinder feeling of her griefs, 
^cuiovM the mournful objcft from her eyes. 
And to the neighbouring convent bore the body, 
Which, when committed to the abbot's care, 
I left the pressing throng to tell the new^. 

King. Ximena*s griefs are foUow'd with our own ; 
For tho' in some degree the haughty count 
Drew on himself the son*8 too just revenge, 
We cannot lose, without a deep concern. 
So true a subje6t, and so brave a soldier : 
However phy may for Carlos plead. 
Death-ends his failings, and demands our grief. 

j1/on. Sir, here, in the tablets of th' utthappy count, 
In his own hand these written lines 'were found. 

King. [Reading.] " Alvarez wrong'd me In my 
master's favour ; 
OrHos is^brave, and has deservM Ximena." 
Strange, generous spirit! now we pity thee. 
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jilon. Behold, sir, where the lost Ximena comes, 
OVrwhelm'd with sorrow, to demand your justice. 

Enter Ximena. 
Xim, Oh, sacred sir, forgive my grief's intrusion I 
Behold a helpless orphan at your feet, 
Who for a father's blood implores your justice* 

Enter Alvarez, hastily. 

Alv* Oh, turn, dread, royal master, turn your eyes^ 
See on the earth your faithful soldier prostrate. 
Whose honour's just revenge entreats your mercy I 

Xim, Oh, godlike monarch, hear my louder cries I 

jilv^ Oh, be not to the old and helpless deaf I 

Xim, Revenge yourself, your violated laws. 

Alv, Support not violence in rude aggressors. 

Xim. Be greatly good, and do the injur'd justice. 

Alv, Be greater still, and shew the valiant mercy. 

Xim. Oh, sir, your crown's support and guard is 
gone I 
The impious Carlos' sword has kill'd my father— 

Alv, And, like a pious son, aveng'd his own. 

King, Rise, fair Ximena, and Alvarez rise 1 
With equal sorrow we receive your plaints ; 

3oth shall be heard apart Proceed, Ximena; 

Alvarez, in your place you speak ; be patient. 

Xim, What can I say ? But miseries like mine 
May plead with plainest truths their piteous cause* . 
Is he not dead ? Is not my father killM \ 
Have not these eyes beheld his ghastly wound^ 
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And mix'd with fruitless tears his streaming blood ? 

That bloody which in his royal master's cause 

So oft has sprung him through your foes vidlorious ; 

Thai blood, which all the raging swords of war 

Could never reach, a young presumptuous arm 

Has dar'd within your view to sacrifice ! 

These eyes beheld it stream — Excuse my grief; 

My tears will better than my words explain me. 

King, Take heart, Ximena ; we're inclined to hear 
thee. 

Xim, Oh, shall a life so faithful to the kin^ 
Fall unreveng'd, and stain his glory i 
Shall merit so important to the state 
Be left expos*d to sacrilegious rage. 
And fall the sacrifice of private passion ? 
Alvarez says his honour was insulted; 
Yet, be it so, was there no king to right it ? 
Who better could proteft it than the donor ? 
Shall Carlos wrest the sceptre from your hand. 
And point the sword of justice whom to punish? 
Oh, if such outrage may escape with pardon. 
Whose life's secure from his self-judging rage i 
Oh, Where's protection, if Ximena's tears, 
And tender passion could not save her father i 

King* Alvarez, answer her, 

Alv. My heart's too full : 
Divided, torn, distradled with its griefs, 
How can I plead poor Carlos' cause, when I 
Am touch'd with pity of Ximena's wo ? 
Her suffering piety has caught my soul, 

Eii 
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And only leaves me sorrow to dcifeod nm ; 

Ximena has a grief I cannot disaliow^ 

Njor dare I hope for pardoo, but your pity ; 

Carlos, ev'n yet, may merit some comp^sion i 

Perhaps l*m partial to his piety. 

And see his deeds with a. fond f;tf her'a eye ; 

But that I still must leave to royal neicy. 

Oh, sir, imagine what the brave eiidiu«» 

When the chaste front of hoaour ia inailtod^ 

Her fa«ie abus'd, and ravishM by a blow I 

Oh, piercing, piercing must the torture be* 

If soft Ximena wanted powV t* appease it 1 

Pardon this weakness of o'erflowing nature ^ 

I cannot see such filial ^rtue perish, 

And not let fedl a tear to mourn its hacdskip. 

Xim, Oh, my divided heart t Qb^ poor Alvarez I 

[Asidt. 

King, Compose thy griefs^ my good old friend ; wc 
feel them. 

j^lv. If Gormaz* blood must be witft blood re^ 
veng'd, 
Oh, do not, sacred sur, misplace your justice I 
Mine was the guilt, and be on me the vengeance : 
Carlos but a^ed whait my sufferings prompted ; 
Tlie fatal sword was not his own, but mine ; 
I gave it, with my wrongs, into his hand. 
Which had been innocent had mine been able. 
On me your vengeance will be just and mild ; 
My days, alasl are drawing to their end, 
^ut Carlos sp^r'd may yet live long to serve you* 
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Preserve my son, ai}d 1 embrace my fate ; 

Since he has sav'd my honour from the grave, 

Ohy lay me gently there to rest for ever 1 
King. Your mutual plaints require our tendVest 
thought : 

Our council shall be summon'd to assist us*— — 

Look up, my fair, and calm thy sorrows ; 

Thy king is now thy father, and will right thee. 

Alvarez, on his word, has liberty ; 

Be Carlos found to answer to his charge. 

Sanchez, wait you Ximena to her rest, > 

Whom, on the morrow's noon, we full will answer* 
Hard is the task of justice^ ZLfkere distress 
Excites cur merc^^ yet demands redress. {Exeunt. 



ACT IF. SCENE I. 

Xi M E NA*s Apartment. 

BfiLZARA alones 
Sure some ill-boding planet must preside^ 
Malignant to the peace tif tender lovers I 
Undone Ximena ! Oh, relentless honour. 
That first subdu'd thy generous heart, then rats*d 
Thy lover's fatal arm to pierce it through 
Thy father's life, and make thy virtue wretched ! 
The hapless Carlos too is lost for ever I 
Condemn'd to fly an exile from her sight. 
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In whom he only lives I Oh, JHJeav'ii 1 he*» li«re t 

His miseries have niadte him desperate* 

Enter Carlos. 

Carlos, what wild distradion has possets'd thee. 
That thus thou seek'^t thy saHety in thy riiai I 
Is this a place to hide thy wcetched head,, 
Where justice and Xioaefia's sure to find thee } 

Car, I would not hide me from Ximeiia's sight } 
Banish M from her, I every moment die. 
Since I must perish, let her frowns destpoy me ; 
Her anger's sharper than the sword of justice. 

Bel. Alas, I pity thee 1 but would mot havp 
Thee tempt the first emotions of her h<aft» 
While duty and resentment yet transport her : 
I wait each moment her return from court. 
Which now, be sure, will be with friends attended. 
O fly, for pity's sake, regard her fiEtme, 
Should you be seen, what must the world conclude ^ 
Would you increase her miseries, to have- 
Malicious tongues report lier love conceal*d 
Beneath the roof her father's murderer. 
But see, she comes I O, hide thee but a moment 1 
Kill not her honour too> let that persuade thee. 

[Exit Carlos. 
Don Sanchez herel O^ Heavens I how I tremble. 

[AHttu 

Enter Don Sanchez andXiUMXA* 
H, San* This noble conquest, madam^ of your love| 
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To after*ages must record your fame. 
Just is your grki, and your resentsMiit great. 
And grta^ the vi6kim that should fall be&re it; 
ttut w«irds arc empty .succours to distress : 
Therefore command my adlions to relieve you. 
Would you have 6ure revengei employ this sword^ 
My fortune, and my life is yours to right you ; 
Accept my service, and youUl overpay it. 

Bel. O faithless, barbarous man i but I*U divert 
Thy cruel aim, and use my power for Carlos. lAsuU. 

Xim, O, miserable mel 

Bel. Take comfort, madam. 

iX Saji. Belssara herel then I have lost th' occasion ; 
Yet I may urge enough to give her pain : \^Astdem 
Commanding me, you make your vengeance sure. 

Xtm. That were t* offend the king, to whom I have 
AppealM, and whence I now must only wait it. 

D. San. Revenge from justice, madam, moves so 
slow, 
That olt the watchful criminal escapes it. 
Appeal to your resentment, you secure it. 
Carlos, you found, would trust no other power. 
And 'tis but just you quit him as he wrong'd you. 

Bel. Alas I Don Sanchez, madam, feels not love. 
He little thinks how Carlos fills your heart ; 
What shining glory in his crime appears ; 
What pangs it cost him to take part with honour ; 
That you must hate the hand that could destroy him. 
Sanchez, to shew the real friend, would use 
His secret interest with the king to spare him. 
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For tho' you're bound in duty to pursue him. 
Yet love, alas ! would with a conscious joy. 
Applaud the power that could unbid preserve him, 

Xtm. O, kind Belzara! how thou fecl'st my suf- 
ferings ; 
Yet I must think Don Sanchez means me well. 

D. San, Confusion I how her subtle tongue has 
foil'd me Inside. 

Madam, some other time 1*11 beg your leave 
To wait your service, and approve my friendship. 

Xim» Oh, every friend but Carlos is at hand 
To help me I Grief, sir, is unfit to thank you. 

D, San. Oh I if such beauties 'midst hei; sorrows 
shine. 
What darting charms must point her smiling eyes. 

lExit. 

Xim. At length I'm free, at liberty to think. 
And give my miseries a loose of sorrow. 
O, Belzara I Carlos has kill'd my father I 
Weep, weep, my eyes, pour down your baleful showVs, 
He that in grief should be my heart's support. 
Has wrought my sorrows, and must fall their vi6lim# 
When Carlos is destroy'd, what comfort's left me i 
Spite of ray wrongs, he still inhabits here : 
O, still his fatal virtues plead his cause ; » 

His filial honour charms my woman's heart. 
And there, ev'n yet, he combats with my father. 

Btl, Restrain these headstrong sallies of your heart| 
And try with slumbers to compose your spirits. 

Xim, O I Where's repose for misery like mine i 
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How* grievous. Heaven I kow bitter is my portion I 

0, shall a parent's blood cry uni:eveiig'd I 

Shall impious love suborn my heart to pay 

His ashes but unprofitable t9ars» 

And bury in my sliame the gre^t regards oi duty I 

BcL Alas 1 tbat duly ift dis{:barg'd ; you have 
Appealed to justice, and should wait its course* 
Nor are you bound witih. rigour to-enforc^tl; 
His hard misfortunes may deserve C0H9a3sk)n. 

Xim> O \ th^t they do^ deserve^ it is my giief ; 
Could I witbdr.aw my pity from his caii%^ 
Were falsehood, pr^de,^ or insoleoQe feia crimen 
My just revenge, without a pang, should reach him. 
But as he is supported with eYcuse,, 
Defended by the cries oi bleedj^ig bon<Mi>r» 
Whose cruel laws none but the great Qbey ; 
My hopeless heart is tortur'd wiih extrenacsy 
It mourns in vengeance, and at mercy shudders. 

Bd, O, what will be at last the dire lesolve 
Of your afflicted soul? 

Xim, There is but one 
Can end my sorrows, and preserve my fame \ 
The soleTesource my miseries can have 
Is to pursue, destroy ; then meet him in the grave. 

[Going* 

Carlos meets her. 

Amazement! horror! have my eyes their sense J 
Or do my raving griefs create this phantom \ 
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Support me I help me t hide me from the vision I 
For 'tis not Carlos come to brave my sorrows. 

[Carlos knerls, 

Bel, O turn your eye in pity of his griefs, 
Resign'd, and prostrate at your feet for mercy. 

Xim. What will my woes do with me ? 

BeL Now 1 
Now, conquering love, shoot all thy darts to save him; 
Now snatch the palm from cruel honour's brow ; • 
Maintain thy empire, and relieve the wretched : 
O, hang upon his tongue thy thrilling charms, 
To hold her heart, and kill the hopes of Sancliez. 

lExit. 

Car. O, pierce not thus with thy offended eyes. 
The wretched heart that of itself is breaking. 

Xim. Can I be wounded, and not shrink with pain ? 
Can I support with temper, him that shed 
My father's blood, triumphant in my ruin ? 
O, Carlos t Carlos I was thy heart of stone ? 
Was nothing due to poor Ximena's peace ? 
O ! 'twas not thus I felt new pains for thee, 
When, at my feet, thy sighs of love were pity'd. 
And all hereditary hate forgotten ! 
Tho' bound in filial honour to insult 
Thy flame, 1 broke through all to crown thy vows. 
And bore the censure of my race to save thee : 
And am I thus requited ? Left forlorn ! 
The tender passion of my heart despised I 
Could not my terrors move one spark of mercy ? 
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No mild abatement of thy stern revenge ? 
T' excuse thy crime, or justify my love ? 

Car. O, hear me but a moment. 

Xim. O, my heart I 

Car. One mournful word I 

Xim. Ah 1 leave me to despair ! 

Car. One dying last adieu, then wreak thy venge- 
ance : 
Behold the sword that has undone thee. 

Xim. Ah ! stain'd with my father's blood 1 O, rue- 
ful objea I 

Car. O, Ximenal 

Xim. Take hence that horrid steel. 
That, while I bear thy sight, arraigns my virtue. 

Car. Endure it rather to support resentment, 
T' inflame thy vengeance, and to pierce thy viilim : 
I am more wretched than thy rage can wish me. 

Xim. O, cruel Carlos 1 in one day thou hast kilPd 
The father with thy sword, the daughter with 
Thy sight— O, yet remove that fatal obje6l ; 
I cannot bear the glare of its repropcA ; 
If thou wouldst have me hear thee, hide the cause, 
That wounds refle6lion to our mutual ruin. 

Car. Thus I obey-^— but how shall I proceed ? 
What words can help me to deserve thy hearing ? 
How can I plead my wounded honour's cause^ 
Where injur'd love and duty are my judges ? 
Or how shall I repent me of a crime. 
Which, uncommitted, had deserv'd thy scorn I 
Yet think not, O, I conjure thee, think not. 



But that I bcRK a thousand tticks of love^ 

While my confli^ing hofnoiir<|nress'd for vengeance. 

O, I endur'd, submitted ev'a to^lianne, 

Begg'd, as for life, for peaceful reparation I 

But all in vain ; like watler sprinkled on 

A fire, those drops but made hkn bum the ra&rt^ 

And only added to thy iather*6 fiereeness. 

Reduc'dy at last, to these extremes of tortili^. 

That I must be, or infamous, olr iH^retdied» 

I savM my honour, -and resignM to ruin* 

Nor think, Ximena, honour had prcVaifM, 

But that thy nobler soul oppos'd thy chdrms. 

And told my heart, nonfe but the brave deservM tficr. 

Now having thus diiSchargM my honour's debt. 

And wa^Vl tny injur'd Anther's stains away. 

What yet remaims of Ufe, is due to love. 

Behold the wretch whose honour^ fatal Tamt 

Is founded on the r«in of thy peace : 

Receive the viflim, which thy gri^s demand, 

Prcpar'd to ble^d, and bending* to' tfhe blow. 

Xim. Of Carlos, I must take thee at thy word. 
But must with equal juiticfe too discharge 
My ties of love, as ^tal bonds Of dtity. 
O, think ndt, tho' enforc'dto-thcseUrtrtmes, 
My heart is yet insensible toth^e ! 
O I I must iharik thee for thy palitiful pause ? 
The generous shame thy toirtur*d howottr bore, 
When at my father's 'feet my sufPrings threw thee. 
Can I present thee in that dear confusion, 
And not -wiib grateful sighs of pity ^oUrn thee ? 
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I can lanfent thee, tmt I d«re not patdoits 

Thy duty doh«, j^itiifid^ine of irty own ; 

My filial ptety, like thine ditfti^ss'd. 

Compels me to he miserably jvtSt, 

And asks my love a victim to my ikme: 

Yet'thinlc ndt€aty coald o'er love prevatl. 

But that thy nohler soul assures tny heart, 

Thou wouKlst despise thepbssiOn that could save thee. 

Car. Sincel must die, let that kind hand destroy liie. 
Let not the "wretch, once honour'd with thy love. 
Thy Carlos, once thought worthy of thy arms, 
Be dragg'd a public spediacte to justice : 
To draw the irksome »pity of a crowd. 
Who may with vulgar reason call thee eru^l. 
My death from thee will etevate thy vengeance, 
And shew, like mine, thy duty scorn*d assistance. 

3&m. ^StaW I then take 'assistance ? and from thee ^ 
Accept that vengeance from thy heart's de^air ? 
No, Carlos, no I 

I will not judge, like thee, liiy private wrongs. 
But to thecotfrsc of jmtice trust ray duty. 
Which shall, in ev'ry part, untainted flow ; 
Unmix'd with gain'd advantage o'^r thy Jove, 
And from its own pure foutitain raise my glory. 

Car* 0,C2(n my death with shame advance that glory? 
Can 4. do fhdfe than parish to appease thee ? 
Can my ntt^ovtunes tdobave TcachM thy liate? 

Xm. Cah htftfehavfe p«rt fn interviews like thi»> 
Nay,-ean I^vt'thee giftattfr^roitf of Ibve, 
Than that I thfsttty'Ve^gKianc^e with thy honour? 
F 
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Art not thou now within my power to seize f 
Yet I'll release thee, Carlos, on thy word. 
Give me thy word, that on the morrow noon^ 
Before the king in person thou wilt answer. 
And take the shelter of the night to leave me. 

Car. O, thou hast found the way to fix my ruin \ 
It must be so, thou shalt have ample vengeance, 
Pursu'd by thee, my life's not worth the saving ;. 
But then that fatal honour, my engagement. 
That at the hour propos'd I'll meet my fate- 
But must we part, Ximena, like sworn foes f 
Has love no sense of all its perish'd hopes ? 
Dismiss my miseries at least with pity : 
May I not breathe upon this injur'd bosom 
One parting sigh to ease my wounded soul. 
And loose the anguish of a broken heart \ 

Xim. Support me. Heaven— we meet again to-mor- 
row. 

Car, To-morrow we must meet like enemies,. 
Thy piercing eyes, relentless in revenge. 
And all the softness of thy heart forgotten ; 
This only moment is our life of love. 
O, take not from this little interval, 
The poor expiring comfort that is left me. 

[Xim. zoeeps. 
My heart's confounded with thy soft compassion. 
And dotes upon the virtue that destroys me. 

Xim* O ! I shall have the start of thee in wo ; 
Thou canst but fall for her thou lov'st ; but what 
Must she eadure that loves thee — ^and destroys thee 2 
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Yety CaHosy take this comfort in thy fate. 
That if the hand of justice should o'ertake thee. 
Thy mournful urn shall hold Ximena's ashes. 

Car. O, miracle of love I 

Xim. Oy mortal sorrow I 
But haste, O leave me while my heart's resolv'd j 
Fly^ fly me, Carlos, lest thou taint my fame ; 
Lest in this ebbing rigour of my soul, 
I tell thee,- tho' I prosecute thy fate, 
My secret wish is, that my cause may fail me* 

Car. O, spirit of compassion ! O, Ximenal 
What pangs and ruin have our parents cost us I 
Farewell, thou treasure of my soul, O stay 1 
Take not at once my short-liv*d joys away. 
While thus I fix me on thy mournful eyes. 
Let my distresses to extremes arise : 
Thy vidlim's now secure ; for thus to part, 
I sate thy vengeance with a broken heart. \Exeimt» 

Enter Alvarez, with Noblemen^ Officers, and others, 

1 Nob, These few, my lord, are on my part engag*d ; 
In half an hour Don Henrique de Las Torres, 
With sixty more, will wait upon your cause, 
Resolv'd, and ready, all like us, to right you : 
Since the just quarrel of your house must live. 
Since the brave blood of Carlos is pursu'd. 
The race of Gormaz shall attend his ashes. 

Alv. My lord, this mark of your exalted honour 
Will bind me ever grateful to your friendship : 
Tho' I still hope the mercy of the King 
Fij 



6o xmnxAi Q*f ASK. 

Will spare ^ qruniiwl» whose gu^ is hoiwukVf* 
The service. I have done the st9lie ha^ fok^n^ 
A bountevu^ n»$»ter ^Iwaiys tQ i^wsff^ i| « 
Nor am I yet so wedded t^ qiy fqs^ 
Buf that I still can, on occ^.sim% t>n^ i^ 
The Moors are ^achor^d nqvf wij^hi^ tiie ri^f j 
Andy as I'm ^]4» Bf^V lail4ing to iasuH q % ■. " 
Wherefore, I womU4 entreat you at th» ^V¥h. 
To wave my private d^ogef for thi9 pul^i^. 
Since chaAce h^s {orm'4 us ta so br^VQ % ^Q4y> 
Let us not part in^ive to our hoppuf ;^ 
Let's seize this glad ocCf^ion. of th* ^l^ri9» 
Let*s chas^ these robbers in our kUig*s defeqcc^ 
And bravely men^ not 4emand his ni^rcy, 

I Nod, Alvarez mi^y comtnand usi who is still 
Himself, and owns ao cau^ um^ij('4 with honoi^*, 

EnUr a Servant^ who whispers Alvarez;. 
Alv, How, now I the news. 
Just eiUer'd, and alone I 

O, Heav'n, my pray'rs are he^d I my noble frien4s» 
Sometliing to our present purpose has occui;r*d j 
Let me engreat you, forws^rd tp the garde.Q» 
Where you will find a ti;'cble number of 
Our forces asscmbl'd on the like occasion ; 
Myself will in a moment bring you news. 
That will confirn) and animate our hjqpe^. [f x. Nob« 

Enter Carlos. 
My Carlos 1 0, 4o I live ox^re mQjFe t' ^inbr^ce tl^e^ 
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Prop of my age, and guardian of my fame I 

Nor think, my champion, that my joy's thus wild, 

For that thou only hast reveng'd my honour, 

(Tho* that's a thought might bless me in the grave) ; 

No, no, ixty son, for thee am I transported ; 

Alas 1 I am too sensible what pains 

Thy heart must feel from anguish of thy love; 

And had I not new hopes that will support thee. 

Some present prospedl of thy pain's relief. 

My sense of thy affli^lions would destroy me. 

Car. What means this kind compassion of my griefs? 
Is there on earth a cure for woes like mine ? 
O, sir, you are so tenderly a father. 
So good, I can't repent me of my duty : 
Be flot, however, jealous of my fame. 
If yet I mix your transports with a sigh. 
For ruin'd love and for the lost Ximena : 
For since I drag, with my despair, my chain. 
Her sated vengeance only can relieve me. 

Alu, No more depress thy spirits with despair, 
While glory and thy country's cause should wake it; 
The Moors, not yet expedled, are arriv'd, 
The tide and silent darkness of the night 
Lands, in an hour, their forces at our gates : 
The court's dismay'd, the people in alarm. 
And loud confusion fills the frighted town. 
But Fortune, ere this public danger reach'd us. 
Had rais'd five hundred friends, the foes of Gormaz, 
Whose swords resolve to vindicate thy vengeance, 
And here without expert thee at their head. 
F iij 



Forward, my son, their aunU^er soon will sweH^ 
Sust.ain the brqnt and fury of the foe. 
And if thy life's so painful to l?e born?, 
L^ it at least with honour ^i the du$ty 
Cast it not fruitless fcpm thee ; let t;hy king 
First know its value ere his laws demand k-T-r^ 
But time's too precious to be talk'd ^^y . 
Advance^ my soa^ and let t^y master scfi. 
What he has lost in Gi^rn^^^y is redeemed in ikf^^ 

Car. Relenting He*ve« af l»5t bias found tjie mc^sA 
To tud i;;^ miseries with gviltle^ honour. 
Why should I live a hu^tl^ea to v^ys^f, 
A trouble to my friends, a ^rror to Xix^jeijia } 
Not all the force ol* mercy, or of merit| 
Can wash a father's bloQ4 from her repmaj^ikraji^ 
Or reconcile the horror t9 her (^ye* 
yet I'll not think her duly s^ ^ever?^ 
But that to ^e me fall my cou^ti^y's vl6tim 
Would please her passion, tbo' it sbopk^'d li^ vmr 

geance. 
It must be sor-r— Dyi^g with honpur, | 
Discharge the 8oa« th^ subje6t| ai^d tl^e lo^^, 
1 when this ins^ngled bQfCly ^l¥)ll be loundii 
A bare and undistinguish'd c^rc^^^ 'foid^ the ^iai% 
Will she not weep in pity of my ^wrpagSt 
And own her wounds have aqipU expi44^io(i2 
Her duty then m?y with a secret tear. 
Confess hf r veogeance great, ^od gloiiou^ ray despair. 
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ACTV. SCENE L 

Enter Belzara. 

VICTORIOUS Carlos, ooiv re&iime thy bopes^ 
Denifuul thy life, and sUeoce thy XUnena. 
Hard were thy fate iodeedy if s^e alone 
Should be the bar ^ trimnph* nobly purchas*d. 
But see, ^e cqi96^ will) iqour^ful pp;pAP of wo^ 
To prosecute this 4^ti«g ftf the peopile, 
And 44fiAP witb iUrtipi'd griefs Uie public joy. 

Enief XiMijiNA in ^ourningf attfude^f 
Ximena ! Oh ! I more tl^n ever no\^ 
Deplore the hard a(fti^Uons lha( pursue Ihee ; 
While thy ij^hole n<itive country iainioy, 
Art thou tlie only o^je^ of despair ) 
Is this a time to prosecute thy cause, 
When public gratitude is bound V oppose thee ? 
When on the head of Carlos, wiuch thy griefs 
pen^ody Fortune has pour'd protet^iion down i 
The Mqors repuls'd, his country sav'd from rapine. 
His inenac*d king con6rm*d upon his throne, 
From every heart but ihiae, will find a voice 
To lift his echoed praises. to the Heavens. 

Xim. Is't possible i Are all these wonders true f 
Am I the only mark of his inisdoiog? 
Could then his fatal sword transpierce my father. 
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Yet save a nation to defeat my vengeance ? 

Still as I pass, the public voice extols 

His glorious deeds, regardless of my wrongs ; 

The eye of pity, that but yesternight 

Let fall a tear in feeling of my cause, 

Now turns away, retracting its compassion. 

And speaks the general grudge at my complaining. 

But there*s a king, whose sacred word's his law ; 

Supported by that hope, I still must on, 

Nor, till by him rejected, can be silent. 

BeL Your duty should recede, when public good 
Must suffer in the life your cause pursues. 

Xim. But can it be i Was it to Carlos' sword 
The nation thus transported owes its safety ^ 
O, let me taste the pleasure and the pain I 
Tell me, Belzara, tell me all his glory; 
O, let me surfeit on the guilty joy. 
Delight my passion, and torment my virtue, 

Bel, Alonzo, who was present, will inform us* 

Enter Alonzo. 
Alonzo, if your business will permit, 

jiion. The abbot, at whose house Count Gormaz lies, 
Has sent in haste to speak with me ; I guess. 
To fix the order of his funeral. [Aside to Belzara. 

Bel. Spare us at least a moment from tli' occasion, 
Ximena has not yet been fully told 
The a6tion of our late deliverance ; 
The fame of Carlos may compose her sorrows. 

Alcn, Permit the adion then to praise itself. 
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Late in th§ nighty ^t \qvd Alvarez' hpuse, 
Tiv^ h«ncte4 fqQ«Ml5,«ere gjafe^r'-d in bis cause, 
T' oppp^ tl^ Y/^Qfifl^oe tbat piMTJiw'd his 5PX1 ; 
But in thecQpn^uc^ dAng^r^bifaye AJ^s^r^^t 
With valiant C^rk)$ ^^ th^Lr hea4,. pfeferr'd 
The pifbli/c saJGety to th^i^ private boAour, 
Aa4 war<:h'd w^fh ^or^^s <jbeteri^i^'4 'g>ainst Uie 

JVlopr^ 
This brave exa^iple, ese. ^ey r^acU'd th« harboMr, 
lncre^s*d (heir ^uidI;>.^i;3 to three thousand strong. 

Bel. W^r« thq Mqp?s land^4 ^K^. Y®^^ >?ea<;l^'d thp 
pprt^» 

-</ii?j^. Np,t ^ill sqn^q hovers ^ter» Wb^n we awfi,Y'4» 
Our troo|p^ were fbrm'd, Xiznens^ was U^e wordy 
And Carlos foremost to confront the foe. 
The MiQprs np^ yet in yieWji be prd^rM fir^t 
Two thirds of oi^r divided fo|:ce to be 
Conceal'd i' th'hs^tch^s of our ships in harbour; 
The rest, wbpse miml;>er8 every moin^a.^ sw9ll*4i 
lilted with C^rlps, on the shore, impatient,! 
And silent on th^ir acm% reposing, pa^s*d| 
The still remainder o^tbe wasting night. 
At length the brightness of the mpon presents 
Near twenty sail approaching with the tide i 
Our ord^r still Qbserv*d, we let them pa^s ; 
^pr at the port, or walls, a maix was seen. 
This deadness of our silence wings their hopes 
To seize th* occasion, and surprise us sleeping, 
And now they disembark, and meet their fate. 
For at the instant they were half on shore, 
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Uprose the numbers in our ships conceal'dy 
And to the vaulted Heaven thunder'd their huzzas, 
Wliich Carlos echo'd from his force on shore : 
At this amaz'd, confusion seiz'd their troops. 
And ere their chiefs could form them to resist. 
We press*d them on the water, drove them on 
The land, then fir'd their ships to stop their flight : 
Howe'er, at length, their leaders bravely rallying. 
Recovered them to order, and a while 
Sustain'd their courage, and opposM our fury : 
But, when their burning ships began to flame. 
The dreadful blaze presenting to their view 
Their slaughter'd heaps that fell where Carlos fought, 
(For O, he fought as if to die were vi^ory) 
Their fruitless courage then resign'd their hopes ; 
And now their wounded king, despairing, calUd 
Aloud, and hail'd our general to surrender. 
Whom Carlos answering, received his prisoner. 
At this, the rest had on submission quarter. 
Our trumpets sound, and shouts proclaim our viftory: 
While Carlos bore his captive to his father. 
Whose heart transported at the royal prize, 
Dropp'd tears of joy, and to the king convey'd him ; 
Where now he*s pleading for his son's distress, 
And asks but mercy for his glorious triumph. [^Exif. 
Xim. Too much 1 ic is too much, relentless Heav'n I 
Th' oppression's greater than my soul can bear I 
O, wounding virtue! O, my tortur'd heart ! 
Art only thou forbidden to applaud him ? 
Cannot a nation sav'd appease thy vengeance ? 
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Why^ why, just Heaven I are his deeds so glorious. 
And only fatal to the heart that loves him ? 

BeL Compose, Ximena, thy disorder ; see, 
The king approaches, smiling on Alvarez, 
Whose heart o'erflowing, gushes at his eyes. 
And speaks his plea too strong for thy complaint. 

Xim, Then sleep, ray love, and virtue armt* oppose 
him; 
Let me look backward on his fatal honour. 
Survey this mournful pomp of his renown. 
These woful trophies of his conquer'd love. 
That thro' my father's life pursu'd his fame. 
And made me in his nuptial hopes an orphan : 
O, broken spirit I wouldst thou spare him now. 
Think on Ihy father's blood I exert the daughter. 
Suppress thy passion, and demand thy victim* 

Enter King, Alvarez, Sanchez, &c.. 
King, Dismiss thy fears, my friend, and man thy 
heart. 
For while his aflions are above reward, 
Mercy's of course included in the debt. 
Our ablest bounty's bankrupt to his merit : 
Our subjects rescu'd from so fierce a foe, 
The Moors defeated, ere the rude alarm 
Allow'd us time to order our defence. 
Our crown protected, and our sceptre fix'd. 
Are aflions that secure acknowledgment. 
Atv* My tears, sir, better than my words will thank 
yoM. 
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EntAr Qaxoi^. 

Car. DbnCiirfes, sir, Mlhdii^ iW^d's ybcrrpfeasaTe, 
And comes suWcWder'd aS» his ^vtJnrd en^5%'d. 
To answer "tTft appeal tf Mr Ximehk. 

King. Artertdhimtooirt-^pi^ertcfe. 

Xim. O, Vhy hieart ! 

King. Ximena, with compassion we shfcft hfear thee. 
But must ndt have thy griefs )irraign oiir justice. 
If in his judge thoii fcid*st an ktivocatfc : 
Not less his virtiie^, than 'thy wfcjrigs'irlfl plekd. 

Xim. 0,Tairitingdiusei Ijlitthus iriy gncft ilemaHd 
mih. \_Rfteeliitg. 

^White the King raisis XiWena, "enter Aloiizb, 
and vihiipers AlVaVez. 

Alv. This instant, safy'st fhoii? Can 1 leSfv'e'thy stml 

Alon. The matter's more important than your stay. 
Make haste, my lord. 

Alv. WhStt c^h'thy tran^ort nieain> 
Be plain. 

Alon. We have ho time' to lose in words. 
Away, I say. 

Alv, Lead on,''and ease my wonder, \^ExeitnU 

£«/fr CkiiLOs, ai^ Miets 'to the King. 

King. Oh, rise, iriy warrior, raise th^e t6myt>reast, 
And in thy master's heart repeat thy triuhiphs. 

Car. These honours, sir, to any sense but mine. 
Might lift its transports to ambition's height ; 
But while Ximena's sorrows press my heart. 
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Forgive me, if despairing of repose, 
I taste no cdihfort In the life she ^eeks, 
And urge the issue of her grief's appeal. 

King. Ximena, 'tis most true, h&s 'lost a fattier. 
But thou hast sav'd her country from its fate ; 
And the same virtue that demands thy life. 
Owes more tlian pardon to the public weal. 

Xim, My royal lord, vouchsafe toy griefs a hearing; 
Oh, think not, sir, "because my spirits faint. 
That the firm conscience of my duty staggers. 
The criihinall charge has killM my father; 
And, tho* his valour has preserv*d the state. 
Yet every Su'bjedl is not wrongM like me. 
Therefore, whh ease, may piarcJon what they feel not : 
As he has sav'd a nation from its foe, 
The thanks that naition owes him a^re but just. 
And I must join 'the general voice t' applaud him: 
But all the tribute that my heart c^n spare him. 
Is tears of pity ; While my 'wrongs piii^sue hifw. 
What more than pity can those wrong's afford > 
What less than justice can my duty ask> 
If public obligations must be paid him. 
Let every single heart give eqti'al share : 
(Carlos has pfov'd, that mine is hot ungrsitefttl) 
But must my duty yield such disproportion ? 
Must on my heart a ftithrir's blood be levy'd. 
And my whole ruin pay the public thanks \ 
If blood for blood might be before demanded. 
Is k less due, because his fame^s jgfbwh greater'? 
G 
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Shall virtue, that should guard, insult your laws. 

And tolerate your passions to infringe 'em I 

If to defend the public, may excuse 

A private wrong, how is the public safe i 

How is the nation from a foe preserv'd. 

If ev'ry subjcft's life is at his mercy ? 

My duty, sir, has spoken, and kneels for judgment. 

Car. Oh, noble spirit, how thou charm'st my sense. 
And giv'st my heart a pleasure in my ruin. VAsiiiU. 

King. Raise thee,Ximena, and compose thy thoughts, 
As thou to Carlos* deeds hast spoke impartial^ 
So to thy virtue, that pursues him, we 
Must give an equal plaudit of our wonder: 
But we have now our duty to discharge. 
Which, far from blaming, shall exalt thy own : 
If thy chaste fame, which we confess sublime. 
Compels thy duty to suppress thy love. 
To raise yet higher then thy matchless glory. 
Prefer thy native country to them both. 
And to thy public tears resign thy vidim. 
Where a whole people owe their preservation. 
Shall private justice do a public wrong, 
And feed thy vengeance with the general sorrow ? 

Xintn Is then my cause the public's vi^im ? 

King, No. 
We've yet a hope to conquer thy resentment. 
And rather would compose than silence it : 
For if our arguments seem yet too weak 
To guard thy virtue from the least reproach. 
Behold the generous sanation that prote6ls it i 
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Read there the pardon which thy father gives him. 
And with his dying hand assigns thy beauties. 

JCtm. My father's pardon ! 

King, Read, and raise thy wonder. 

Xim. [Rtads.l "Alvarez wrong*d me in my mas- 
ter's favour, 
Carlos is brave, and has deserv'd Ximena." 

Car. Oh, soul of honour! now lamented victory I 

KiTfg^ Now, fair Ximena, now resume thy peace. 
Reduce thy vengeance to thy father's will, 
And join the hand his honour has forgiven. 

Xim, All-gracious Heaven ! have my swollen eyes 
their sense ? 

D, San. Oh, tottering hope I but I have yet a thought 
That will compel her virtue to pursue him. 

Xim. Why did you shew me, sir, this wounding 
goodness i 
This legacy, tho' fit for him to leave, 
Would in his daughter be reproach to take ; 
Honour unquestion'd may forgive a foe. 
But who'll not doubt it when it spares a lover ? 
If you propos'd to mitigate my griefs, 
You should have hid this cruel obligation. 
Why would you set such virtues in my view. 
And make the father dearer than the lover i 

King, Since with such rigour thou pursu'st thy 
vengeance, 
And what we meant should pacify, provokes it. 
Attend submissive to our last resolve : 
For since thy honour's so severely ^ri6t, 
Gij 
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As iiot to ratify thy father's mercy. 

We'll right at once thy duty and thy lover : 

Give thee the glory of his life pursii'd, 

And seal his pardon, to reward thy virtue. 

2(m^ Avert it, lleaveo, that e'er my guilty hwt 
Should impiously insult a father's grave. 
And yield his daughter to the hand that kiird hiiii' 

4>. Soj^ Unnatural thought I Mads^m^ suppress 
your tears. 
Your murder'd father was my dearest frien4 ; 
Permit me, therefore, on your siftki^g ^ause. 
To ofter an expedient n^ay suppoi:t it. 

Xim. Whatever right or justice may, I ai9 bound 
|n duty to pMrsue, and thank your friendship. 

D. San. ThHs theft \o royal justice I appeal* 
And ii> Xiociena's right her advocate. 
Demand from Carlos your reverse of pardoiu 

King, What mean^ thy transport? 

D, San. $ir, I urge your laws ; 
And since her duty's forc'd to these extremes. 
There's yet a law from whence there's no appeal, 
A right, which e*eo your crown's oblig'd to grant her. 
The right of combat, which I here demand, 
And ask her v^nge^np^ ^rom a champion's sword. 

Car, Oh, sacred sir, I cast me at your feet. 
And beg your mercy would relieve my woes; 
Since her firm duty is inflexible. 
Consign her viftim to the braver sword. 
Grant this expedient to acquit my crime. 
Or silence wi^h mj ^rmher heart's reproaches : 
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Oh, nothing is so painful as suspense ; ' 

This way our griefs are equally relievM, 
Her duty's full discharg'd, your justice crown*d. 
And conquest must attend superior virtue. 

King. This barbarous law, which yet is unrepealed, 
Has often against right gross wrongs supported, 
And robb'd our state of many noble subjects ; 
Nor ever was our mercy tempted more 
T' oppose its force, than in our care for Carlos : 
But since his peace depends upon his love, 
And cruel love insists upon its right, 
We*ll trust his virtues to the chance of combat. 
And let his fate reproach, or win Ximena. 

Xim. What unforeseen calamities surround me I 

King, Ximena! now no more complain, we grant 
Thy suit ; but where"'s this champion of thy cause ? 
Whose appetite of honour is so keen. 
As to confront in arms this laurell'd brow. 
And dare the shining honours of his sword i 

D, San. Behold th' assailant of this glorious hero ; 
Your leave, dread sir, thus to appel him forth. 

\^Draws, 

Bel. Hold, heart, and spare me from the public 
shame. [ Aiide. 

D, San, Carlos, behold the champion of Ximena, 
Behold th' avenger of brave Gormaz* blood. 
Who calls thee traitor to thy injured love. 
Ungrateful to the sighs that pitied thee, 
And proudly partial to thy father's falsehood : 
Giij 
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These crimes my sword shaU prove m)pn thy hearty 
And to defend thjcm d,ares thee to the combat. 

Car. Open the lists, and give th' assailant room^ 
There on his life my injur'd sword shall prove, 
Ttui& ^rm ne'er 4i^w it but in right of honour. 
Firsr^ for thy slander^ ^an^hez, I defy thee. 
And throwing to thy teeth the traitpc's name. 
Will wash the imputsition with thy bloo^ ; 
And pjTOve tl^ virtue false as is thy spirit: 
For hot Ximeaa's cause, but phanxis have ftr'd Uicc* 
Vainly, thou steal'st thy courage from her eyes. 
And basely stain'st tl^e Virtue that subdu'd her* 

i). San, Oh, that thy fame in arms 

Ki^> Sanchez, forbear 
'TU mX your tongi^cs mus.t arbitrage your strifip. 
Let in ypur lists, your vauntuigs be approved. 
Whose arm, Xin^iena, shall defend your cause ? 

Xim. Oh, force of duty I sir, th^ arm of SanchejE* 

D. San, My word's pny gage, 

.^1^. *Tis well, the lists are set,«— ^ 
Let 0)p the morn the combatants be cit^d, 
Andy Felix, you be umpire of the field. 

Ciir, The valiaiit, sir, are never unprepar'd* 
Qh, sir, at once relieve my soul's suspense, 
And let this instant hour decide our fat^. 

D. San, This moment, sir,<^I join in thgt with 
C^los. 

King, Since both thus press it, be it now decidefiL 
Carlos^ be ready at the piimpet*s call i 
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You, Felix, when the combat's done, condud: 
The viftor to our presence — Now, Ximena, 
As thou art just or cruel in thy duty, 
Expe6l the issue will reward or grieve thee. 
Sanchez, set forward — Carlos, we allow 
Thy pitied love a moment with Ximena. 

[Exit K^ing and train. 

D. San. A fruitless moment that must prove his last. 

iExh. 

Car. Ximena ! Oh, permit me ere 1 die, 
To tell thy heart, thy hard unkindness kills me. 

Xim. Ah, Carlos, can thy plaints reproach my duty. 
Nay, art thou more than Sanchez is, in danger ? 

Car. Ox thou more injur 'd than thy hapless father, 
Whose greater heart forgave my sense of honour I 
Thou canst not think I speak regarding life, 
Which, hopeless of thy love's not worth my care; 
^ut, oh 1 it strikes me with the last despair. 
To think that lov'd Ximena's heart had less 
Compassion than my mortal enemy; 
My life had then indeed been worth acceptance^ . 
Had thy relenting throes of pity sav*d it : 
But, as it is pursu'd to these extremes. 
Thus made the vi£tim of superfluous fame. 
And dQom'd the sacrifice of filial rigour. 
These arms shall open to thy champion's sword. 
And glut the vengeance that supports thy glory. 

Xim. Hast fhou no honour, Carlos, to defend f 

[TrembUng. 

Car. How can I lose what Sanchez cannot gain I 



7^ ximena; oft, AQV, 

For Where's his honour where there's no resistance ? 

Is it for me to guard Ximena's foe, 

Or turn outrageous on the friendly breast. 

Which her distressful charms have warn'd to right her. 

Xtm, Oh, cruel Carlos ! thus to rack my heart 
With hard reproaches, that thou know'st are ground- 
less; 
Why dost thou talk thus cruelly of death, 
And give me terrors unconceiv'd before ? 
What tho' my force of duty has pursuM thee. 
Hast thou not left thy courage to defend thee ? 
Oh, is thy quarrel to our race reviv'd ? 
Couldst thou, to right thy honour, kill my father. 
And now not guard it, to destroy Ximena ? 

Car, Oh, heav'nly sound I Oh, joy unfelt before ! 

Xim, Oh, is my duty then not thought compulsive? 
Canst thou believe I*m pleas'd while I pursue thee ? 
Or think'st thou I'm not pleas'd the king preserved 

thee ? 
And that thy courage yet may ward my vengeance? 
Oh, if thou knew'st what transports fill'd my heart. 
When first I heard the Moors had fled before thee, 
Thy love would feel confusion for my shame. 
And scarce-forgive the passion thou reproachest. 
Oh, Carlos, guard thy life, and save Ximena I 

Car, And save Ximena 1 Oh, thou hast fir'd my 
heart 
With animated love, and sav'd thy Carlos I 

[Sound trumpets. 
But hark, the trumpet calls me to the list I 
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Xim, May I3[ea.y'ii's high car^, an4 all its angels 

g,uar4 tfece I. 
Car. y^ords lyonvl^ but wrong my heart, my sword 
shall spealc it. 
Sanchez, I come, impatient to chastise 
Thy love, wbic^i makes thee now the criminal :, 
I might have spar'd thee had the rival slept, 
But boldly thus ayow'd, thou'rt worth my sword— 
*Tis said the lion, tho' distressed for food. 
Espying on the turf the huntsman sjeepiiig. 
Restrains his hunger, aad forbears the prey ; 
Bi^t when his rousing foe, alarm'd and ready. 
Uplifts hisjavMin brandish'd to assail him. 
The generous savage then erei^^s his crest. 
Grinds his sharp fangs, and with fierce eyes inflaqiM^ 
Surveys hiin lyvrthy pf his rage defy'd. 
Furious upr^aring rushes on the game. 
And crovyns at once his vengeance. and his fame. [£x« 

Xim, Ob, glorious spirit! Oh, 'hard- fated virtue I 
With what yehk^ance has my heart pursu'd thee ? 

Bd. Was ev^r breast like mine with wp divided ? 
I fear the 4aQgers of the faithless Sanchez, 
And tremble more for his dread sword's success : 
Shou]4 Carlos fall, what stops liim from Ximena ? 
Keep down^ my sighs, or seem to rise for her. [A&ide» 

Xim, Tell me, Belzara, was my terror blameful ? 
Might not his passion mal^e my heart relent, 
^nd feel, at such 4 time, a pang to save him I 

Bel, So far was your compassion from a crime, 
TJi»t 'tis Ih' exalted merit of your duty ; 
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Had Carlos been a stranger to your heart. 

Where were the virtue that your griefs pursu'd himl 

Were it no pain to lose him, where the glory i 

The sacrifice that's great, must first be dear ; I 

The more you love, the nobler is your victim. 

Xm, Thy partial friendship sees not sure my fault* 
I doubt my youthful ignorance has err'd. 
And the stri<5l matron, rigidly severe, 
May blame this weakness of my woman's heart ; 
But let her feel my trial first, and if 
She blames me then, I will repent the crime, 

{Sound trumpet at a distance. 
Hark, hark the trumpet ! Oh, tremendous sound I 
Belzara, oh, the combat is began I 
The agonizing terror shakes my soul : 
Help me, support me with thy friendly comforts ; 
Oh, tell me what my duty owes a parent. 
And warm my wishes in his champion's favour I— 
Oh, Heav'n, it will not, will not be I my heart 
Rebels, and spite of me inclines to Carlos, 
Who now again, in Sanchez, fights my father ; 
Now he attacks him, presses, now retreats. 
Again recovers, and resumes his fire. 
Now grows too strong, and is at last triumphant! 

BiL Restrain thy thoughts, collect thy constancy. 
Give not thy heart imaginary wounds j 
Thy virtue must be Providence's care. 

Xim, Oh, guard me, Heav'n I help me to Support 
i t — Ah! [ Trumpets and shouts, 

•Tis done I the dreadful shouts proclaim the vi(5tor : 
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f Carlos conquers, still I've lost a father ; 
ind if he perishes, then— KiieXimena. 
B€L Conquer who may, no hope supports Belzara. 

EnttT Garcia. 

!^ame you, Don Garcia, from the combat \ 

Gar. Madam, 
The king, to shew he disapproves the custom, 
Forbade his own domestics to be present. \^houtsntartr^ 
Uut I presume 'tis done ; these shouts confirm it : 
Sence from this window we may guess the viftor. 

Xim, Oh, tell me quickly, while I've sense to hear 
thee 1 

Gar. Qh, Heav'n 1 'tis Sanchez I I see him with his 
sword, 
In triumph pressing thro' the crowd his way, 

Xim. Sanchez! — thou'rt sure deceiv'd. Oh, bet-., 
ter yet 
Tnform thy dazzled eyes ! 

Gar. 'Tis certain he ; 
For now he stops, and seems to warn them back : 
The crowd retires, 1 see him plain, and now 
He mounts the steps that lead to this apartment. 

Xim. Then, fatal vengeance, thou art dearly sated. 
Now love unbounded may o'erflow my heart. 
And Carlos' fate without a crime be mourn'd. 
Oh, Sanchez, if poor Carlos told me true, 
If 'twas thy love, not honour, fought my causc» 
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Thy guilt has purchased with thy sword my SCorh, 
And made thy passion wretched as Ximena. 

BeL Oh, Heav'n supp6rl her nobler resolutionl 
But see, he comes to meet the disappointment. 

Enter Don Sanchez, and lays his Sword at Ximena's 
Feet, 

D, San, Madam, this sword, that in ycfur cause w£is 
drawn—— 

Xm. StainM wifh the blood of Carlos, kills kl'Atena. 

D. San, I codie to mitigate your 'griefs. 

Xim. Avaunt, avoid me, wing thee from my sijjht ! 
Oh, thou hast giv'n me for reverigc despair. 
Hast ravish'd with thy murderous arm my peace. 
And robb'd my Vishes of their dearest object 1 

D. San, Hear me but speak ■ 

Xim, Canst thou suppose 't«vill please me 
To hear thy pride triumphant, -paint iriy ruin. 
Vaunt thy vain prowess, and reproach my sorrows ? 

D. San, Those sorrows, would you hear my stoi^y— 

Xim. Hence I 
To regions dista'nt as thy soul from jdy. 
Fly, and, in gloomy horrors waste thy life ; 
Remorse, and pale affli6lioh wait th^e to 
Thy rest, repose forsake thee, frightful dreatns 
Alarm thy sleeps, and in thy waking hbiiris. 
May woes like mine pursue thy steps for ever. 
£ei. Oh, charming rage I how cordially she hates 
him I [JfHde, 
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Enter King* 

King, What, still in tears, Ximena ? Still com. 
plaining } 
Cannot thy duty's full discharge content thee ? 
Repin'st thou at the a6t of Providence, 
And think'st thy cause still wrong'd in Heav*n*s de- 
cree ? 
Xim, Oh, far, sir, from my soul be such a thought I 
1 bow submissive to high Heaven's appointment j 
But is affliflion impious in its sorrow } 
Tho' vengeance to a father's blood was due, 
Is it less glorious that I prizM the vidtim? 
Has nature lost its privilege to weep, 
When all that's valuable in life is gone ? 
Oh, Carlos, Carlos, I shall soon be with thee ! 

King, Are then these tears for Carlos ? Oh, Xi- 
mena, 
The vanquished Sanchez has deceived thy grief, 
And made this trial of thy generous heart I 
For know, thy Carlos lives, and lives t' adore thee. 
Xim. What means my royal lord ? 
King. Inform her, Sanchez. 
D, San. The fortune of the combat I had told be- 
fore, 
Had, sir, her fright endurM to hear my speech j 
I would have told you, madam, as obligM 
In honour to the conquering sword of Carlos, 
How nobly, for your sake, he spar'd your cliampion^ 
Wiien on the earth, succumbent and disarmed, 
H 



I lay : Live, Sanchez, said the generous vidlor. 
The life that fights Ximena^s cause is sacred ; 
Take back thy sword, and at her feet present 
The glorious trophy which her charms have won. 
The last oblation that despair can make her— ^o 
Touch*d with the noble fulness of his heart, 
I flew to execute the grateful charge ; 
But, madani^ your affright mistook the victor. 
And your impatient griefs refused me audience* 

King, Now think, Ximena, one moment thjnk for 
Carlos. 

Xim* Oh, love ! Oh, persecuted heart t 
Instrudt me, Heaven, to support my fame. 
To right my passion, and revere my father. 

D, San, And now, with just confusion, syc^ I owm 
In me 'twas guilty love that drew my sword. 
But since th* event has crown'd a nobler passioa^ 
I plead the merit of that sword's defeat. 
Regret the error, and entreat for pardon. 

King. Sancheaj, thy crime is punish'd in itself: 
We late have heard of thy retracted vows. 
Which on thy strift allegiance we enjoin 
Thy honour instantly to ratify— 
Suppress thy tears, Belzara, he shall right thee* 

)Cm, 'Tis fix'd— a beam of heavenly light breaks 
forth. 
And shews my ruin'd peace its last resource* 

Gar* Don Carlos, sir, attends your royai pleasure* | 

King, Has he your leave, Ximena, u^approach*} 

Xim, Oh, sir, yet hold 1 I dare not see him now i 
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While my depending justice was my guard| 

I aaw him fearless from assaults of love; 

But now my vanquish'd vengeance dreads his merits 

And conscious duty warns me to avoid him. 

Since then my heart's impartial to his virtues, 

Ohy do not call me cruel to his love, 

If I, in reverence to a father's blood, 

Should shut my sorrows ever ifronri his sight I 

For tho* you raise above mankind his merit, 

And I confess it — still he has kill'd my father — ^ 

Nay tho* I grant the faft may plead for mercy, 

Yet 'twould in vojt be impious to reward it; 

My eyes may mourn,but never must behold him more. 

Yet, ere I part, let, sir, my humblest sense 

Applaud your mercy, and confess your justice. 

Hence to some sacred cloister I'll retire. 

And dedicate my future days to Heav'n— ^ 

*Tis done Oh, lead me to my peaceful cell, 

One »igh for Carlos -Now, vain world, farewell ! 

\_As Xira. is going off, 

Enitr Alvarbz and Alonzo. 

Ah. Turn, turn, Ximena, oh, prepare to hear 
A story will distrad thy sense with joy. 
Drive all thy sorrows from thy sinking heart, 
And crown thy duty with triumphant love. 
Pardon, dread sir, this tumult of my soul. 
That carries in my rudeness my excuse ; 
Oh, press me not to tell particulars. 
But let my tidings leap at once the bounds 
Hg 
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Of your beliefy and in one burst of joy 
Inforoi my royal master, that his crown's support. 
My vanquish* d friend, thy father, Gormaz lives ; 
He lives in health confirm'd from mortal danger: 
These eyes have seen him, these bless'd arms em- 

brac*d him. 
The means, th' occasion of his death suppos'd. 
Would ask more word? than I have breath to utter. 
Alonzo knows it all Oh, wherc's my Carlos ? 

King, Fly, Sanchez, make him with this news thy 
friend. 

j4tv. Oh, lead me, lead me to his heart's relief I 

[Exeunt Alv. and San. 

Xtm. Oh, Heav'n ! Alvarez would not siurc de- 
ceive me. 

King. Proceed, Alonzo, and impart the whole ; 
Whence was his death so firmly credited. 
And his recovery not before reveal 'd ? 

Alon» My liege, the great effusion of his blood 
Had such effedl on his deserted spirits. 
That I, who saw him, judg'd him quite expired : 
But when the Abbot, at whose house he lay. 
With friendly sorrow wash'd his hopeless wounds 
His heaving breast discovered life's return ; 
When calling straight for help, on stridler search. 
His wound was found without a mortal symptom : 
And when his senses had resum'd their fiuiflion, 
His first words spoke his generous heart's concern 
For Carlos and Ximena ; when being told 
Hovf far her filial vengeance had pursu'd him. 
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Is't possible, he cry'd ? Oh, Heav'n 1 then wept. 
And begg'd his life might be one day concealed. 
That such exalted merit of her duty 
Might raise her virtue worthy of his love. 
But, sir, to tell you how Alvarez met him. 
What generous reconcilements pass*d between them,' 
Would ask more time than public joy could spare. 
Let it suffice, the moment he had heard 
Ximena had appealed brave Carlos to the lists. 
We flew with terror to proclaim him living 
But, sir, 50 soon the combat followed your 
Decree, that, breathless, we arriv'd too late. 
And had not his physicians, sir, prescribed 
His wound repose, himself had ventur'd forth 
To throw his errors at your feet for pardon. 

Ktng» Not only pardon, but our love shall greet 
him. 
Brave Carlos shall himself be envoy of 
Onr charge, and gratulate his blcss'd recovery — 
Has he your leave, Ximena, now t" approach you ? 

Xim* My senses stagger with tumultuous joy. 
My spirits hurry to my heart's surprise, 
And sinking nature faints beneath the transport. 

£»/«• Alvarez, Sanchez, <2»</ Carlos. 

King, Look up, Ximena, and complete thy joy. 
Xim, My Carlos!— Oh! 

Car, Ximena ! Oh, my heart I [Embracing, 

Mv. Oh, Carlos! Oh, Ximena! yet suppress 
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These tnuisportSy till kind Gormaz^ hand coaiirnfts 

thcmj 
First pay your duty there, haate to his feet. 
And let his sanation consecrafe your love. 

King, Lose not a moment from his sight — Oh, fly I 
Tell him his king congratulates his health. 
And will with loads of honour crown his virtues; 
Nor in his orisons let him forget 
The hand of Heav'n, whose providential care 
Has order'd all, the innocent to save. 
To right the injured, and reward the brave. 

[^Exeunt tmttes. 
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Spoken by Xtum»*» 
*WgLLf SI&Sl 

TM come to teilyou, tkat myfedfs are ooer^ 
rve seenpdpa^ and have s€Cur*d my lov^. 
Andy trotfly trii wholly on our author's side. 
For had fas Comeilte made Mm) Gotmaz dy*d^ 
My part had ended as it first Begun, 
And left me still unmarry^ and Undone^ 
Ory what were harder far than hoth^a nun. 
The Frencky for form indeed^ postpones the wedding. 
But gives her hopes within a yedr tf Bedding. 
Time could not tie her marriage^knct with honour. 
The father's death still left the guilt upon her : 
The Frenchman stopp-d her in that forced regard. 
The bolder Briton weds her in reward: 
He hnewyour taste Would ne*er etldare their hilling 
Should Be so long deferr'dy when Both were willing, 
Vour formal Dons of Spain an age might wait, 
But English appetites are skarper set. 
*7ts truey this difference we indeed disccfoer, 
Thaty though like lions you begin the lover. 
To do you right, your fury soon Uwer. 
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Beside^ this scene thus chan^dy the moral bears^ 

That virtue never of relief despairs : 

But while true love is still in plays ill-fated^ 

Na wonder you gay sparhs of pleasure hate it — 

Bloodshed discourages what should delight you^ 

And from a wife^ athat little rubs will fright you I 

And virtue not consider^ in the bride. 

How soon you yawn, and curse the hnot you've ty*dl 

'^iow oft the nymph, whose pitying eyes give quarter. 

Finds in her captive she has caught a Tartar ! 

While to her spouse, that once so high did rate her^ 

She hindly gives ten thousand pounds to hate her. 

So, on the other side, some sighing swain. 

That languishes in love whole years in vain. 

Impatient for the feast, resolves heHl have her. 

And in Ais hunger vows he* II eat for ever ; 

he thinhs of nothing but the honey -moon, 

But little thought he could have din*d so soon* 

Is this not true? Spcah, dearies of the pit, 

Don^t you find too how horribly you're bit f 

For the instruQion, therefore, of the free. 

Our author turns his just catastrophe^ 

Before you wed, let love be understood. 

Refine your thoughts, and chase it from the blood : 

Nor canyon then of lasting joys despair, 

For when that circle holds the British fair^ 

Tour hearts may find heroic daughters there, 

THE END. 
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PROLOGUE. 



SPOKEN BY MR* HENDBRSON* 



7i9 Aoiy landf in iuperstilion*s day^ 

When bare-foot piigrilm trodtktir weary way^ . 

By motktr church's unrtmiHing law 

Scourged into grace f wkk shoulders red and rami 

Kneeling demure before the sacred shrine^ 

On the hardftint they begged the boon divine^ 

Pardon for what offending JUih haddme^ 

yind pity for the long^ long course they^d run^ 

Fines f pains afkl penalties f securely past f 

Slow pac^d forgiveness met their prayer at la$if » 

Full absolution from comeding Rmi^ 

CanceWdaU sin, past^ presekt^ and to come^ 

Tour poet thus prophanely led aside 
To range o'er tragic land without a guide^ 
To pick per haps f with no invidious aim, 
Afeio cast fallings from the tree of fame. 
Damn^dj tho* untried, by the despotic rule 
Of the stem doSors in detraSion^s school ; 
Lashed down each column of a public page, 
Anddrix^n o\r burning ploughshares to the stage^ 
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Be-rhivCd and ridiaWd toith doggrel wit^ 
Sues out a pardon/rim kis Pope-^^ke Pit, 
Pensive he stands in penitential weedSf 
With a huge rosary of untold beads i 
Smteni^d for past offences to rehearse^ 
Ave Jpollos to the God of Verse i 
And sure there's no one hut an author hnows 
The penance, which an author smdergoes* 

Ifthtnywr worships a few stripes awards 
Let not your beadles lay them on too hard ; 
For in the w&rld there *i not a thing so thixp 
i So full of feeling, as your PoeVs shin : 
What if, perchance, he snatched a playful hiss 
From that free hearted romp the Comic Miss ; 
Thatfrolich*s past, he's turn V to years ofgrace^ 
jdnd a young sinner now supplies his place. 
Sure you *U not grudge a little sober chat 
With this demure old tabby tragic cat; 
No charge lies here of conversation crim^ 
He h$pes you'll thinh her fame, no worse far him. 
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THE BATTLE OF HASTINGS. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 



Th» Outside of a stately ancient Castle, The Gate closed^ 
and tM Bugle in the Slings, Time, Before Break of Day* 
Earl Edwin enters. 

Edwin. 
Whether *tis now the secret witching hour, 
When the Smart imps work their malignant spells 
Unfriendly to man's health; or that Heaven sends 
These warnings, these misgivings to forerun 
And harbinger some strange calamity, 
I know not ; but there 's something passing here 
Beyond the mind's conjecture ominous. 

Raymond speaks/ram the Walls, 

Ray, Stand ! who goes there ? 

Ed,^ A friend. 

Ray, May none but friends 
Approach these gates I what wakeful man art thou, 
Whom busy care provokes thus early forth. 
Ere the grey twilight glimmers in the east \ 



1 
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Ed, Know'st thou not me : and needs there light 
for that? / I 

Sounds not this voice familiar to thine ear^ 
Or have the darkling wizzards of the night ^ 
Confounded thy clear organs f Thee I know ; 
Raymond, descend and open to thy lord, 

Ray, My lord> my master 1-^ \Ht dUappears^ 

Ed. [Aloni,'^ Venerable pile. 
Whose plain rough features show like honesty ; 
Cradle of loyalty from earliest time ; ' 
Ye antique towers^ courts, banner-bearing halls. 
Trophies, and tombs of my renown'd fore&thers | 
And you, surrounding oaks, fathers and sons^ 
And old, old grandsires, chroniclers of tiffiK*» 
By which the forest woodman marks his tale, 
] f fate will doom you to a Norman master. 
Farewell I ye perish in your country's fall. 

R A Y M ti D comes out from th CastUi 
Ray, See, lord ! your castle opens wide its arms. 
Your porters, warders, foresters shall rouse : 
Herald, provoke the bugle : spread the joy. 

[Herald goes to sound ike buglt* 
Ed, What joy ?-*-forbear ; there is no joy for Edwin. 
Ray, Are we then lost; is Normandy vi^oriousl 
Ed, No : in the swoln and pregnant womb of fate 
Lies the yet unborn hour. — Dismiss the herald. 
And gently close the gate.—- [^^y. dosts ikt goU* 
Te, who have bosoms, 
Unscai'd by sharp vexation's thorny scourge. 



^3U THB BATTLE OF HASTINGS. 9 

Sleep while you may. 'Tis well j come hither, Ray* 

mond ; 
Kay, I account thee as a friend — be nearer : 
Fass'd all things quiet on thy watch this night ?^ 

Ray, All things were quiet. 

Ed. Far, as well as near ; 
Wide as thine ear could carry ? no rude straggler 
Scouring the night ? no neighing at the gate ? 
No trampling heard ? no talking, as of parties 
Met by assignment } 

Ray. Hah I— in very truth 
To all these questions, no. 

Ed. 1 must believe thee ; 
The more I *m lost in wonder : but confess. 
At my last question wherefore didst thou start, 
And arch thy brow significantly ? speak j 
Thou may'st reveal thy thoughts. 

Ray. Nay, good my lord. 
My thoughts are little worth. 

Ed, I see thou 'rt cautious^ 
So let it pass — How fares our sister \ blooms 
The rose of health fresh on £dwina*s cheek. 
As it was wont } 

Ray. It brightens, as it blows. 

Ed, Yes, Raymond, she is fair; Heaven for the sins 
Of this offending country made her fair; 
Oh, 1 had treasur'd up such thoughts t — But mark, 
Edmund ; the youth whom 1 have father*d, he, 
WhQ in the beating surge of black despair. 
But for my saving arm, ha4 sunk outright 
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And perlshM fathoms deep, last night i'th' cunp^ 
Soon as the guard had. gone its stated round. 
Vaulted the trench like Perseua on his stecdp 
Then fled, as if he'd overtake the wind. 
Whither Heav'n knows. 

Ray. Fledl — death to honour, led I 

Ed* Fled at this glorious crisis. Oh| it cuts 
My heart's best hope asunder 1 < 

Ray, Heavenly vengeance ' 

Overtake and strike him I — 

£d. Peace!— You must not curse him. . 

Ray, Hah ! wherefore not i \ 

Ed. Because-»expe6t a wonder— i 

Because he is thy king. 

Ray. Uphold me. Heaven ! I 

Ed. Mine and thy king ; of Alfred's line a king; I 
Edgar, call'd Atheling; the rightful lord 
Of this ungrateful realm, which Kentish Harold 
Audaciously usurps— 

Ray. What do I hear? 
Alas I thought him poor, an orphan youth j 

The child of hard misfortune. 

Ed. Think so still, 
Or keep these thoughts untold* 

Raym Had I known this, 
I would have serv'd him hourly on my knees : 
O jioble sir, dire£l me where to seek him. 
How to restore him to these peaceful shades. 

Ed. Not for the world i no, if we meet again. 
Back to the English camp he shall repair ; 
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The scene of all his hopes : Oh such a form 
Of majesty with youthful beauty grac*d. 
He was the soldier's idol; such a spirit 
BeamM from his eyes^ his presence like the sun 
Gladdened beholders hearts. 

Ray* I have a mistress, 
A young and beauteous lady-«- 

Ed. Name her not. 
The source of all my shame : Shall it be said 
That Edwin raisM his sovereign to the throne. 
Only to place a sister at his side \ 
Perish the thought I Now learn a mighty secret- 
Matilda loves him ; Harold's matchless daughter 
Loves Edgar Atheling ; her dower a kingdom : 
Therefore no talk of Edmund and Edwina, 
They meet no more. Now, Raymondi had I lodg'd 
My secret in a light and leaky bosom. 
Better my sword should rip it up at once 
And take it back again — But thou art honest. 

Ray. You were not wont to doubt me. 

Ed. Nay, I will not. 
Hah I what is this t who bade this music forth \ 

ICiarinets at a distance* 

Ray. My lord, I know not. 

Ed. Whence proceeds it ? Mark. 

Ray. If my ear fail not, from the beachen grove. 
West of king Alfred's tower. 

Ed. JLead to the place. {Exeunt. 
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Enter Edgar ufitk Foresters bearing Clarinets. 

Edg. Now breathe astrain, if your rude stops will 
let youy 
Soft as a lover's sigh— Nay, you 're too loud—- ] 

Mark, where you Ve rous*d the gentle sleeping deer. 
Fellows, begone; away I — Edwinal 

[Edwina appears at a window^ 

Edw. Edmund! 
Oh, I have suffer'd a long age of absence. 

Edg, Come then and make these few short moments 
blest. 

Edw* How shall I come ? Tear down these iron bars 
And leap into thine arms } What shall I do ^ 

Edg. [Goes to the castUgate and discovers it to be open.'] 
By all my hopes, the castle gate is open ; 
Descend ; be swift I 

Edw. As thine own thoughts. [She disappears, 

Edg, [Atone."] O love I 
Small elf, who by the glow-worm's twinkling light. 
Fine fairy -finger'd child, can slip the bolt^ 
While the cramm'd warden snores, this is thy doing. 
Lo, where she comes, so breaks the morning forth. 
Blushing and breathing odours — 

£it/^ Edwina. 

O thou trembler, 

Rest on my faithful bosom ; fairest, tell me. 

Still dost thou love ? speak, is thine Edmund welcome? 
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Edw* Is the sun welcome to the wakeful eyes 
Of the wreckM mariner^ when o'er the waves 
The long-expecled dayspring of his hope^ 
Mounts ill the worshiped east — But why comes Edmund 
Thus wrapt in darkness at this secret hour 
As to a guilty meeting \ 

Edg* 'Tis the hour 
Sacred to love and me, ere noisy labour 
Wakens the sun, while yet the fairy elves 
. Dance in their dewy rounds ; the silent hour 
Before the lark her shri)Uton*d matins sings» 
Or morning issues from the nuptial east. 
And to the bosoms of the nursing hours 
The new-born day commits : it is the hour 
When every flying minute should be wafted 
Back to the skies on downy wings of love. 

Edw. Away, your words affright me ; you comfort 
With mad ambition, Edmund; and your love 
So gentle once, is like the wars you follow. 
Fiery and fierce. 

Edg. instru6t me in thy wishes; 
Tell me what love should be. 

EdzD, Love should be pure. 
Harmless as pilgrims kisses on the shrines 
Of virgin martyrs ; holy as the thonghts 
Of dying saints, when angels hover o'er them; 
Hannonious, gentle, soft ; such love should be. 
The zephyr— not the whirlwind, of the soul. 

Edg, Yes, but my love, like never*<nding time^ 
B 
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Win neither be detcrniinM, nor describ*d. 

The poet by the magic of his song 

Can charm the list'ning ino6n» ascend the spheres, 

And in his airy and extravagant flight 

Belt wide creation's round ; yet can he never 

Invent that form of words to speak my passion. 

Edw, If such your passion, why this secret meeting; 
Why talk of silent hours? Let earth' and heaven 
Look on and witness to your love I so truth^ 
So nature speaks — I know no other language. 

£dg. Oh, that the throne of this proud realm were 
mine I 
That I might say before the applauding worlds 
Ascend, my lovely bride, and be a queen. 

Edw. A queen 1 what idle dreams perplex thy fancy > 
Are there no blessings for the poor and humble I 

Edg, Yes, but a brother's curse-** 

Edw, A brother's curse I 
poth he not love thee, wait upon thee hourly^ 
Talk of thee ever, bend down his proud spirit 
Ev'n to a vassal's homage ? Nay, by heav'n. 
With an idolatry of soul he loves thee ; 
And shall he no't applaud me for my choice \ 

Edg* He will renounce thee, hate thee for thy choicew 

Edw, Away, I '11 not believe it : hate \ renounce I 
It cannot be ; hence witli thi« dark reserve. 
If thou know'st aught, which honour should unlbld^ 
I do conjure thee, speak ; though latef confess. 

iig^* 8y heav'n, thy brother-* 
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i.nttr Edwin hastily • 

Ed. Are you found, young siri 

shame, shame, shame I Is this the fiiend, the hero } 
Have I deserv'd this from you ? 

Edg. If to love 
The best, the fairest of her sex is base. 
Vile, and ungrateful ; if it be a sin 
Morning and eve to name her in my praycts^ 

1 am of all most guilty. 

Ed, You abuse 
The weakness of a fond unguarded orphan, 
Parlying in secret by the moon's pale beam : 
The tenderest flower that withers at the breeze> 
Or, if the amorous sun but steal a kiss. 
Drops its soft head and dies, is not more frail 
Than maiden reputation ; 'tis a mirror 
Which the first sigh defiles. 
' Edg, Look at that form ; 
With all thy cold philosophy survey it. 
And wonder, if thou can'st, why I adore. 

Ed. Away, nor vex my too, too patient spirit] 
With this fond rhapsody : Hence, and to horse I 
Buckle afresh your glittering armour on ; 
For England, not Edwina, now demands you* 
By your thrice-plighted oath I do conjure you, 
By all the world calls honest, by your hopes. 
Come to the camp ; if you return not with me. 
The son, which rises yonder in the east, 
Bij 
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Goes not more surely to his 6v*ning grave 
Than I to mine. 

£dg. Loy I obey your summons, 
Fierce flinty warrior I in yon' beachen grove 
Stands my caparison*d and ready steed ; 
There on the trunk, whose living bark records 
My lov'd Edwina's name, hangs up my sword. 
My mailed corslet and my plumed crest, 
With all the proud apparel of the war : 
When I am furnish'd, I shall court admittance 
To this fair presence and implore a smile. 
As my last parting boon ; which if obtain'd. 
Nor spells, nor talismans shall be so potent 
To shield my bosom in the bleeding field, 
A.S the sweet magic of £dwina*s eyes. 

£dw. If thou hast love or pity in thy soul. 
Return, and tell the rest. 
£dg, O death, to part I {^Exit, 

Edw* Now, stern admonisher, I see my fate. 
And I will bear it with what grace I can ; 
Not lightly, as philosophers prescribe 
To others, when themselves are well at ease. 
But deeply, feelingly, as one should do. 
Whose heart by nature and by love made soft ; 
With sorrow and unkindness now is rent I 

Ed, You love and you avow it — righteous hcav'n f 
What is there in the scope of human means, 
Which my providing foresight hath not summon*d 
To fence off this destrudtion I Lost Edwina j 
Hath not thy brother, like a faithful pilot. 
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Sounded this dang'rous coast, where rocks and shaU 

lows 
Wait for the wreck of honour*s costly freight i 
Have I not pointed to the baneful quarter, 
Whence cold and blasting disappointment blows 
Withering thy beauty's blooms 

Edof, Thou hastj my brother^ 
Thou hast done all that man could do to save me^ 
But Heaven is overall. 

£d. When last we parted. 
Thou helpUss orphan — what was then my caution i 

Edw, You caution'd me against unwary love ; 
You warn'd me how I listenM, how I look'd, 
*Twas a vain warning ; I had look'd and listened. 
And whilst I open'd my weak heart to pity, 
I let in love withal. 

Ed» You let in madness I 

Edw, Did you not pity ? I have seen your eyes, 
Unus'd to weep, turn fountains as they gaz'dl 
Did you not love ? Your very soul was Edmund's; 
I know you '11 call it friendship — so did I, 
But find too late 'twas love. 

Ed^ Call it despair— 
For hope it must be never; call it death. 
Sure some malignant planet rul'd thy birth. 
And thou art doom'd to nothing but disaster : ' 
Three nights and days thy widow'd mother travail'd 
With fruitless pangs, the fourth succeeding moru 
She blest her new-born murderer and expir*d ; 
TheOy as 'tis said, my father's shade did walk j 
Biij 



itr THB BATTLS OF HASTINGS* AM 1. 

Then on the western tower the ominous owl 
ScreamM at mid-day, the faithless niisletoe 
From itt) maternal oak untwin'd its arms. 
And dropt without a bkist. 

Edw. No more j but strike I 
Mine is the crime to be belov'd by Edmund : 
Draw forth thy sword and strike it to my heart- 
That rebel heart, which will not be commanded % 
But, spite of death and Edwin, dares to lov€» 
Why dost thou pause ? 

Ed, Strike to thy heart I O horror ! 
Not if an angel visibly descended. 
And bade me give the blow, 

Edw. Wilt thou not kill me ? 

Ed, By heav'n, I would not harm thee to be lord 
Of sea and earth. 

Edw. Then take me to thine arms. 
For still thou lov'st mej still thou art my brother* 

Ed, I am thy brother still j and hold thy love 
Dearer than relicks of departed saints, 
Richer than hoarded piles of worship'd gold j 
Come then and seek content in some calm dwelling. 
Some silent convent from the world withdrawn. 
Where prayVand penance make atonement sure. 
Where meditation communing with Heaven 
Shall sooth the rebel passions into peace. 
Refine the soul and conquer love itself, 

Edw* Talk not of cells and convents; I am Ed- * 
mund*s« 

Ed, Thou must forget the very name of Edmund. 
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Edw» His very name I why, for what cause ? declare. 
. Ed, There is a cause, a cause appro v*d by Heaven, 
And crown'd with deathless glory : search no farther; 
This hour he parts ; return theft to thy, rest- 
When next we meet, thou shalt applaud and thank me. 
Go, go, Edwina— nay — It must be so. \ExiU 

Edm, [/i/c«e.] Why then it shall be so : let him to 
- battle; 
Tear us asunder— I can only die ; 
When I am gone, his tame shall be immortal. 
So when the bleak and wintrv tempest rends 
The mantling ivy from the worshipM sides 
Of some aspiring tower, where late it hung; 
The stately mass, as with a sullen scorn, 
From its proud height looks down upon the wreck. 
And disencumbered from its feeble guest. 
Bares its broad bosom and defies the storm. 

Enter Edgar arnCd as for Battle^ 

Edg, Alone I O happy chance I at thy fond bidding 
Obedient I return. 
Edw, Hah I what art thou ? 
Edg. Dost thou not know me \ Am I not thine Ed- 
mund) 
Edw. Away! 'tis lost— -I must forget that name. 
Edg, Coin what new name thou wilt : let me be any 
thing. 
So 'tis but what you love, I shall be happy. - 
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Edw, Are these the soft habiliments of love } 
This high proud plumage, these blood-stained arms} 
Go to the mistress whom you serve^ ambition ; 
And talk no more of love 

£dg. By heav'n I love thee 
More than the sun-burnt earth loves soft'ningshowcrSy 
More than new-ransom'd captives love the day j 
Or dying martyrs, breathing forth their souls. 
The acclamations of whole hosts of angels. 

£dw» Why then leaves Edmund what se well he 
loves } 

Edg, But to return more worthy of that love; 
Can If oh tell me, can thine Edmund sleep 
In these calm haunts, whilst war's insulting shout 
Fills the wide cape of heav'n, and every blast. 
That through this solitary forest howls, 
Wafts to my ear my country's dyinggroans ? 

Edw, If groans can move thee, why so deaf to mine? 
Mysterious youth, or now at once resolve, me. 
Or now for ever go ; who and what art thou ? 
Why does my brother wrest thee from my sight i 
And why with that stern brow am I commanded 
(Vain fruitless mandate) to forget my Edmund, 
Forget thy very name and that dear hour. 
When first he brought thee to these happy scenes i 
What tender charges did he then impose t 
How did his tongue run over in thy praise, 
•Till, honouring Edmund for a brother's sake, 
I soon perceivM I lov*d him for his own. 
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Edg. Oh, there is such persuasion in thy looks^ 
I shall forget myself and tell thee all. 

Edw. »Twas then that Edmund told us thou wast 
sprung 
From the bcjit blood which England's isle could boast; 
He said that thou wast Edgar's nearest friend, 
That with his crown thy fortunes had been lost 5 
Bade us revere thee, love thee as the king, 
For that so close an union knit your soulsy 
Edgar and thou were one. 

Edg, And truth he told, 
For I am Edgar ; I am England's king. 

Edw, King 1 thou the king I 

Edgn Be constant I am Edgar. 

Edw. l/ffier a pause she sinks upon her knees.'] 

The Heavens confirm your right, and build your 
fortune 
To it's deserved greatness ! on my knees 
I beg a blessing on you, but for pity 
Mock me no more, it is not noble in youy 
And tortures my poor heart. 

Edg. Hear me, Edwina.— 
,Edw. Fly me, disown me, leave me to my fate. 

Edg. No, by this fond embrace I swear to live 
For thee alone} -when I forsake Edwina, 
Let me be chronicled to latest ages 
For vile and false.— Remember'd in thy prayers. 
As with impenetrable armour fenc'd, 
Fearless I part ; fairest, and best, farewell I 
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High as Olympus ; in the battle's shout 
We '11 chant our morning oraisons so loud, 
That heaven's high vault shall echo with the peal. 
£dgm How valiant- tongu'd we are I Heav'n's favor 
guard us. 
And keep off the old adage I 

Ed, Be more patient. 
And let his humour pass. 

Edg. Hang him, vain dotard^ 
I sicken at his folly* 
£d. See! the king. 

ITAe curtain of the tent is suddenly draam off^ and 
King Harold appears : he comes forward,'^ 
Ear, Nobles, all hail. O sight of joyful hope 
For suffering England I patriot baqd of worthies 
Confederate by the holiest league on earth 
To the best dearest cause : how say you, friends- 
Stand your hearts with us for immediate battle } 
Do they all beat to the same martial measure. 
And shall we forth at once \ 

North* Forth \ Strike the drums ; 
Seize your bright spears, my gallant countrymen. 
And let us drive these hungry wolves before us 
Home to their howling forests. 

Har. Valiant chiefs. 
You hear Northumberland renown'd in arms : 
Is there amongst us one who would incline 
To measures of more caution } 

Sif, My dread leige. 
Well hath Northumberland advised for battle; 
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Of friends — of fame abandon *d be the man. 
Who checks the warrior's ardour and imposes 
Vile coward fears beneath the mask of caution, 

Ed. I must confess my reason is not caught 
By empty sounds, nor can I give my voice 
For rash, intemperate and immediate battle : 
The foe, dread sir, is sixty thousand strong^ 
By hardy warriors led and train'd to arms : 
Snatch your bright spears, cries bold Northumberland, 
And chace these wolves — Alas, diese wolves have 

fangs, 
And will not fly for words. 

North. Now by my life, 
Edwin, thy heart is not with England's cause* 

Edg, Not with his country's cause 1 — Northumberii 
land, 
Wert thou as great as pagan Hercules, 
And I no better than thyself, old man, 
Ev'n such a withered palsied thing as thou art. 
Yet would I tell thee to thy teeth 'tis false ; 
As wide as lowest hell stands off from Heaven, 
So do thy words from truth, 

Sif. Who talks of truth ? 
Where was your truth last night, when, like a spy, 
Darkling, alonp, and as you hoped unseen. 
You leapt the trench and fled \ 

Edg, Set out the lists-* 
Life against life, and see if I can fly, 
Thou dastardly reviler. 

Hat. Peace 1 and hear me: 
C 
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Why hast thou left our camp ? where and with wl^iQ 
Didst thou consume the night } 

Edg. Are there no hours, V** 

Amidst a soldier's l\fe sacred to love, -J 

To friendship, to repose ? I am no traitor— -^ "i. ■; 
Nor this my noble friend; let it suffice '• '* ;«. 

I come a voluntary friend to claim 
The privilege of my progenitbrs. 
And die for England* 

NortA. Perish he who would not ! 
This is the friend, my leige, of out*lawM £dgar» 
Of whom report prevails that he now harbors 
Somewhere within this realm ; let him be question"*!!; 

Hau Not for another empire. O Northumberland^ 
By gentle habits let us draw men's hearts. 
And bind them to us not enforcedly. 
But lovingly and freely — Hark, our trumpet f 
Welcome, brave Reginald— what says the Norman 
To our defiance? 

j&'n/fr Reginald. 

Reg. Thus he bids me say, 
To-morrow with the sun he will expc£t you 
Army 'gainst army on the plains of Hastings. 

Mar, Hear ye this, lords ? Oh turn upon the foe 
Those eyes that interchange their angry fires. 
Shall it be so, brave friends ? What says Lord Ed- 
mund? 

Edg, There is my gage: To-morrow be our witness 
Who ventures fairest in his country's cause, 
Edmund or Siffric. 
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£rf.; Whepye're caird to arms 
For England's safety, private feuds should cease. 
And evefy sdh aiiite in her defence. 

Hari-Ck^ let .us bring one heart to this great cause; 
Thus banded, who shall break us } To your posts 
As friends and soldiers ; let dissentions die. 
Learn silence of the foe, and .keep good watch. 
So farewell all ? —Edmund. {Exeunt Lords* 

Edg, What wills the King? 

JUar. Stand at my side : Would thou couldst love 
me Edmund, 
As well as thou lov'st Edgar : Why dost eye*me 
As thou wouldst measure me from heel to head ? 
I never did thee wrong : If thou hast sorrows. 
Give them to me; I'm loaded hard with c$ires. 
For I 'm a King j thine is a private lot. 
Thou may'st be free and happy. Gallant earl. 
Will thou commit thy noble charge to me } 
I would be private witji him. 

Ed, Royal sir. 
The interest I have in him is thine: 
Edmund remember— 

//ar. Follow me. 

Ed. Beware. [IHxeunt Har. and Edg. 

lAs Edwin is going out, Waltheof wAo had waited in 
the back scene, calls to him.l 

Wal. Turn, noble Edwin — look upon a friend. 

Ed. A friend. Lord Waltheof? 

WaL Have you then forgot 

How oft in early youth on Avon's banks 
C ij 
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Wc wak'd the echoes with our rural sports? 
Have you forgot our mutual binrfing oath 
To royal Edgar's caiise? Ev'n now my heart 
True to its former fires, expanded swells 
And labours with a second birth of love. 

Ed, Where was your oath on that lamented day, 
When Severn's streams ran purple with' the blood 
Of Edgar's murder'd friends ? Where was ypur love, 
When at the side of stern Northumberland 
You frown'd defiance at mef Art thou not 
The veriest courtier that e'er pag'd the heels 
Of pride- swoln majesty ? 

fVal, Were I the wretch, 
So supple to ambition's sordid use, 
So abje^l as tbou mak'st me, what forbids 
But I should seize the lucky instant, fly 
To the abus'd ear of the king and tell him— 

Ed. What would'st thou tell him ? 

Wal. What I that Edmund is— 
But for the world I will liot damn my honour: 
Live Edgar but 'till Waltheof shall betray him. 
And he must be immortal. 

Ed. Art thou faithful ? 
May I believe thee ? ' Oh, if thou betray'st him 
Hell hath not torments dire enough to plague thee* 

Wal, Come, I am in thy bosom — Learn a truth j 
This young Minerva, whom our English Jove 
Leads to his wars— Matilda— shall be Edgar's. 

Ed, Come to my heart ; I do believe thee loyal 
And noble as I *vc known thee. 
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TVaL Why she loves him 
To fascination ! 

Ed. Art thou sure of that? « * * 
Wal, Have I sight, hearing," do I live and wake ? 
—Her very soul is Edmund's, 

Ed, Grant ^e loves, 
Can we be $ure that he returns her love ? 

Wal, Does tlie sun warm the bosom that he shines 
• dnf ^'•.: . 
So must her beauty Edgar : Mark my projeft— 
The king to superstition much inclines; 
Peering in musty prophecies and fables ; 
Consultiug with astrologers and seers, 
Diviners and interpreters of dreams. 
Omens and prodigies. 
Ed, 'Tis ever thus 
When the mind 's ill at ease. 

Wal. There is at hand 
An ancient soothsayer of Scottish birth, 
Duncan his name ; ev'n such a man, so white 
And reverend with age, as might impose 
Credulity upon the wariest-^hira. 
By the enthusiastic monarch deem'd 
Oracular, will I dispose to speak 

Of Edgar and his right 

Ed, Break off i behold 
The princess comes. 

Wal. Look, Edwin, what a form 
Of pensive majesty I Mark'd you that ttgh j 
Ciij 
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Those eyes, love's oracles ? Poor stricken deer. 
The shaft i& in thy heart I 

Ed. Let us withdraw. \Lxtunt. 

Enter Matilda, and Attendants. A Guard. 

Mat, Soldiers, retire ; your charge extends no far- 
ther — Sabina ! [ The Guards go offl 

Sab, What commands, my gracious fady ^ 

Mat. You told me on the way you had a suit ; 
What can my faithful handmaids ask in vain ? » 

SaS. *Tis for a stranger, not ourselves, we ask ; 
A virgin suitor of no vulvar mein. 
But fair in speech and feature, one who bears 
The port and semblance of illustrious birth, 
Thq' sorrow-struck and waining with despair. 

Mat. Have you denied her aught ? ah, if you have. 
Or have demur'd, me and yourself you 've wrong'd 
And forfeited Heav'n's love : What is her suit i 

Sab. In these rude times protedlion and admission 
Into our happy number* 

Mat. Bring her to me. \_ExeurU all hutSd^). 

Sabina, stay; there 's pity in thine eye. 
If this poor stranger can provoke these drops. 
My griefs will drown thee quite* 

Sab. Alas, what would*st thou ? 

Mat. What would I ? be the poorest thing on earth. 
Poorer than her whose miseries you weep for. 
Be any thing so I were free withall: 
Then might I sec him, wait upon hipJ, watch 
And pay him hourly worship.- On our waf 
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As I did meet the king, and bent my knee. 

As is my morning custom — why, Sabina, 

When I discovered standing at my side 

Young Edmund's bright and blooming form before 

me, 
Why did my heart, as with a sudden leap, 
Spring to my trembling lips and stop my tongue. 
That would have beg*d a blessing ? Every sense 
Revolted from it's office ; my 'rapt soul 
Fled at my eyes; I fainted, sunk and fell. 
Sab, Ah fatal chance, that ever you should sec him I 
Mat, Deeper and deeper sinks the mortal shaft j 
My bosom's peace is lost. Once I was happy j 
Clear and serene my life's calm current ran. 
While scarce a breezy wish provoked its tide ; 
Down the smooth flood the tuneful passions fell 
In easy lapse and slumber'd as they pass'd. 
Now what a change is wrought ! O love, in age 
Thou art indeed a child, in power a god. 
How now I— What stranger *s this ? 

Enter Ed win a, introduced by the Ladies £/" Matilda's 
Train* 

Sab. You have forgot, 
The maid we spoke of. 

Mat, Pray you pardon me— 
Stranger, approach and fear not. I can sec 
Thou art not us'd to ask, and yet thy looks 
Plead most enforcingly : \{ thou dost need 
Such sheher as these humble coverings give. 
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Here in the rear of danger thou may*st dwell» 
And join thy prayer to ours. 
Edw. Thanks, noble lady. 
In yon' fair vale, while peace was there, I dwelt: 
One only brother chear'd my orphan state. 
And rich in flocks and herds, serene we liv'd 
Him, the support and solace of my life, 
Steri> duty's iron hand hath wrested from me. 
And somewhere in this mighty camp he wars. 
What was for me deserted and forlorn ? 
With one old faithful servant forth I came 
Led slowly on thro* unfrequented paths 
To her, whose fame is bruited thro' the land. 
Whose gentleness and pit}' climb Heav'n's court. 
Like an accepted sacrifice. 

Mat. No more. 
Praise undeserv'd, what is it but reproach ? 
(This maid would seem less noble than she is) [Aside* 
How must I call thee, stranger? 

Edw. Athelina. 
' O Heavenly God of truth, be not extreme 
With thine offending creature, but accept 
Necessity my plea. l^Aiide% 

Mat. Fair Athelina, 
Such welcome as these angry times allow. 
Freely thou hast : Ours is no life of ease ; 
We must awake before the morning dawn, 
Or look to have our slumber broke to-morrow. 
When these vast armies which thousee'st shall join. 
Rending Heav'n's concave with their rival shouts 
In terrible confliftion— — 
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Edw, Power supreme 1 
Whose words can bid the gath'ring clouds disperse. 
And chain the stubborn and contentious winds. 
When they unseat the everlasting rocks 
And cast them to the sky, wilt thou permit 
Thy creature man thus to deface thy works ? 
Or is he stronger and in less controul 
Than these fierce elements ? 

Mat, Banish complaint, 
Take hope into thy heart, and every thought 
Drive far away, that can infefl the mind 
With fear's unnerved ague. ' Tis the cause. 
The cause, which sanflifies the warrior's zeal ; 
It is our country's just maternal claim 
On all her sons to fight in her defence. 

Edtu. J win not whisper to the babbling winds 
My ill-iim'd fears, but hush them in my breast, 
And smile on sorrow, tho' my sad heart break. 

Mat, Ah, am not I a woman like thyself? 
Doth. thy heart tremble for a brother's life. 
And shall a father's plant no care in mine ? 
What hast thou more at stake, unless perchance 
Thy flock and herds in yon' sequester'd vale. 
Thy peaceful calm content outweighs a crown. 

Edw, Ah, Edmund, Edmund I why did'st thou 
forsake me ? 

Mat, Whom dost thou name ? 

Edw. I pray you pardon me, 
The sad remembrance of an absent friend 
Drew after it a short unheeded sigh. 
The last which I will utter. 



)4 "THE BATTLE OP HASTIMTGSf AQ IIU 

Mat, Much I fear 
Thou hast untold afflictions — secret griefs. 
Which swell that bosom and provoke those sighs. 
But, come, thy tender frame demands repose. 
And these kind friends will lead thee to their tents. 
To-morrow, virgins, we must teach our throats 
A loftier strain, and to the sounding harp 
With songs of vi6tory hail the rising morn. [Exemntm 



ACrilL SCENE L 

Scene, as before. Enter Edwin and Wa ltheop. 

Waltheof. 
Lo, he hothridropt the curtain of his tent. 
Which tbkens. privacy : Duncan is there; 
I have arm'd the fiery zealot for the charge 
With all the stars of Heaven at his command. 
To rouse the sleeping conscience of the king: 
That done, my turn succeeds to mount the breach 
Where superstition enter'd, 'whelm his soul 
With Edgar's wrongs ; and then 'twixt hope and f«ar 
Fix this fair projedt. 

jEi. Oh beware, Lord Waltheof!— 
• In Edgar's veins runs the last hallow'd stream 
Of royai Alfred's blood. 

Wat. What can defeat us ? 
Matilda's passion makes our purpose sure; " 
And for the king — but hark, he 's coming forth— 

\Excuni. 
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X^UNGAN comes hastily cut of the Tent, /dUowed fy 
Harold* 
Har, Stay, Duncan, stay! 
I>un, Let me come forth. 
Har. Oh, speak. 
Oh answer me this once, prophetic seer I 
Shall we go forth and conquer i 

Dun, Man of sin. 
Conquer thyself, take arms against ambition, 
Drive that invader from thy heart, then talk 
Of setting England free. 
Har, What is my sin ? 

Dun. And dost thou ask? was it a trivial thing. ; 
From this fair vineyard to thrust out the heir. 
And rule by spoil and rapine } « 

Har, I have sinn'd ; ' •*■: 

Yet I *ve not slain him ; still young Edgar lives. 
Dun, Lives he and dost thou reign ?— Tho' tJiOii . 
shouldst bribe 
Legions of holy men to weary Heaven 
Early and late with never-ceasing prayers, 
Vain were their suit. Now mark me — All night long 
From setting to the rising sun I watch'd. 
And on my aged knees put up loud prayers 
And frequent, for this helpless country's sake— 
Har. Heav'n grant thy prayers 1 say, what declare 

the signs \ 
Dun. Ev'n in that moment when the midnight sphere 
Central was pois'd, and yesterday expired. 
On the left shoulder of the northern bear 
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Thy natal star arose I rayless and dim 
And watery pale the horoscope appeared. 
While from the threat'ning east the hostile Moon' 
PushM thee with adverse horns, red- mail'd Mars . 
Flam'd in his planetary house, and scouPd 
With steller rage askaiint. 

Har» Disastrous signs I 
What shall I do ? 

Dun^ Repent 1 

Har, With heart abash'd 
And low as to the dust I bow my head 
To Hcav'n's rebuke and thine— What more > Oh 
speak I 

Dun, Fight not till Edgar's found— 

Har. Till Edgar's found? 
But when and where ? — proceed. 

Dun, Thou hast a daughter— 
I can no more : Who follows shall expound ; 
What he shall counsel, that pursue and prosper t 

[Exit Dun. 

Har. [Alone,'] *, Fight not till Edgar's found!*— So ! 
muchisperfedl: 
* Thou hast a daughter' — there the prophet ceas'd : 
< Who follows shall expound' — ^Thus I am left I 
This is thy fruit. Ambition ; thus it seems | 

Possessions by ill deeds obtain'd, by worse 
Must be upheld or lost; such league and concord 
Things vicious hold» that trespassing in one^ j 

We must ofTend in all ; woe then to him, < 

Who from his neighbour's heap purloins a grain^ 
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Yea but one grain ; with such swift consequence 
Crime follows crime, that none shall dare to say. 
This and no more I 

Enter Waltheof unobserved fy Harold. 
WaL Thus Israel's monarch stood* 
With eyes so wedded to the pensive earth. 
When at the fable's close his conscience smote him. 
While the stern messenger of God pronounc'd, 
Thou art the man 1 
Har. Waltheof I 
HW. What would my liege i 
Har. Approach, in truth thou 'rt welcome. I have 
seen 
The old divining hermit, whom we met 
Upon the eve of Stand ford's bloody day. 
When Halfager with his Norwegian bands. 
And traitrous Tosti fell beneath our swords. 
Wal, And gives he viftory still ? 
Har* Atonement now 
Is all his theme, and penitence for wrongs 
To Edgar done. 

fVai, Hence with such idle dreamers 1 
What are the visions of the cloyster'd monk. 
The hermit's phrenzy, or the coward calls 
Of blackning Conscience to ambition's charms ? 

Har. Ambition's charms 1 Accursed be the hour 
When first they caught my weak unwary heart I 
Full in my view the stately phantom stood. 
Her stature charm'd me and the dazzling height 
D 
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Wat, [ilAw^.] Thus do I ever make all men mine own, 
And still conforming to these changeful times. 
Like ancient Janus double- fac'd, at once 
Follow the setting — meet the rising sun. 

£a/^ Edwin, 
Welcome, brave lord, rais'd by the fairest hand 
In England's isle your prince ascends the throne : 
Harold by Duncan's holy art prepar'd 
With greedy joy adopts the royal youth* 

Ed, Thanks, powerful superstition ; this atones 
For all the mischief thou hast wrought on earth I 

Wal, Now in this awful interim, whilst dread 
And trembling expectation hangs on all, 
O let us bring the light of England forth I 
So shines the day-star out, after rude storms 
Have shook the palsied night, and high in air 
Hangs forth his glittering lamp to cheer the world. 
At sight whereof the guilty waves subside, 
And the vext spirits of the deep disperse. 

Ed, Wouldst thou disclose the prince ? 

Wal. Etse all is lost : 
Vain is our hopes, our reconcilement void. 
The battle's lost, and England is no more. 

Ed, Let me refleft— Suppose that I reveal'd 
His passion for Edwina — I^AUdi* 

WaL Doubt not, Edwin, 
Nor for an empty scruple cast away 
The sacred moments, upon which depends 
All that is dear, our king*s, our country's fate. 
Fame, virtue, freedom, all that we esteem 
Beneath the skies, all we expect above. 
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Ed. Go. To thy charge, O Walthcof, I commit 
The fate of Edgar and of England; Go! 
Yet stay— ^resolve me, hast thou weigh'd the danger I 
Hast thou with wary eye look'd thro' the heart 
Of this ambitious man \ Art thou right, sure 
There's no dissimulation lurking there ? 
Swear to me this, as thou hast hope in Heaven, 
And I will yield the prince. n . 

Wal, So Heaven to me 
It 's loving mercy deal, as I believe 
In very truth there 's not on earth that thing. 
Of Harold so desir'd, as this alliance. 

Ed. Go then ere I recall the word, begone I 
Tell the usurper— but thy own discretion. 

"Will tutor thee more wisely. Hence I 'tis past. 

[£;fiVWal. 

Znttr Edgar hauily, * 

Edg* Kdwin, thou 'st been, conferring with Lord 
Waltheof J 
That man hath eyes which penetrate the heart i 
^ And he of all our English nobles here 

Knows me for Edgar; make him tlien thine own j 
Print on his lips the seal of holy faith, 
'Keep my name sacred as Heav'n's own records 
' 3-.ock*d in thy breast. 

Ed, Prince, dost thou love thy country ? 
Wouldst thou preserve her matrons from dishonor. 
Her youth from slavish bonds, and chace the spoilers 
• From her affrighted shore? 

Diij 
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Edg, Would I!— just Heavea 
Thou know'st what I have done, and thou can'st tcU 
What more that spirit thou hast given would do 1 

Ed, Nay, 'tis no irksome task. No toil, no danger. 
But joy and love and glory crown the deed. 

Edg. No more, but to the point. 

Ed. In one plain word 
Thus then I open all thy fate — Matilda!"— 
Nay, start not, sir — thy tried and loving servant^ 
Edwin, thy ever faithful creature tells thee 
That thou must wed Matilda. 

Edg, Hah I must wed ! 
What if I love her not? 

Ed. All men must love her. 

Edg, Must wed 1 must love I Away ! Did the great 
master 
Put in thy hands those fine and secret springs. 
Which guide the various movements of the soul ? 
Rouse it to hate, or melt it into love ? 
No : there is that in every human breast. 
Which Heaven made free and tyrants cannot reach. 

Ed. Wilt thou not meet the hand that lifts thee up 
From low despair and seats thee on a throne ? 

Edg. Perish ambition I perish every hope 
Rather than this should be I 

Ed. Go then, ye sons 
Of freedom, go ! your sacred birthright sell 
To Norman masters ; hence like scatter*d sheep 
Without a shepherd — for there 's none to watch 
But hirelings ; he, the master of the flock, 
Shrinks from his duty and forsakes the fold* ^ 
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Edg. Edwin, this patriot rage becomes thee wellj 
But let me glory in my choice, the crown- 
Nay, was it mine, the world would be £dwina*s : 
And know, I M rather be the roving kern. 
That prints Arabia's sands with burning feet. 
And send my heart amidst the tawny tribes 
To fix where love should point, than be a king 
To wed as sordid policy prescribes. [Exit. 

Ed. [^/UoneJ] Death to my hopes, he has no soul 
for empire. 
Heavens ! that a man born for a nation's glory. 
Can sell his birthright at so vile a price. 
For such a toy as beauty I— O, Edwinaf 
(And must I c;ill thee sister?) fatal syren, 
Thou hast done this : if Waltheof sees the king 
Edgar is lost; that, that must be prevented 
With my best speed, for oh I I love him stilly 
Still my heart tells me I would die to save him. 

lExU. 

Enter Matilda and Edwin a. 

Maim A little farther yet — I sec you wonder 
Why I have brought you to this place apart s 
It is because a sympathy of soul 
Draws and unites me to you ; 'tis because 
There sits a weeping cherub in your eyes. 
That silently demands why I am sad, 
And I must speak to it : The worldly-wise. 
Who slowly climb by cold degrees to friendshfpi 
Such are my scorn ; at sight of Athelina 
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AfFe6lion from my breast sprung forth at once 
Mature as Pallas from the brain of Jove, 

Edw. Your bounty, like the sun, warms where it 
shines. 
And what it feels, inspires. 

Mat, O Athelina, 
I am ordain'd to misery, soul-enslav'd 
And sentenced sore against the heart's protest 
To wed and be a wretch. 

Edw. And who compels 
Matilda I vidltm-like, what tyrant drags thee 
As to a pagan altar ; there to offer 
Constrained obeisance, and put on the vow 
As slaves do fetters with an aching heart ? 

MaU So wills my father ; never till this hour 
Did I behold him so possess'd with passion. 
So terrible in wrath. 

Edw. O shame to nature 1 
And what is he 'mongst Europe^s kings so great> 
That you of force must wed \ 

Mat, Nor great is he. 
Nor number'd amongst Europe's kings, but orte. 
Of whose inheritance there is not left. 
Save the free air he breathes, and one faint spark 
Of sickly hope, that visits his sad heart 
To rack 't with rccolleftion of lost right. 

Edw, What do I hear I 

Mat, Nay thou can'st never guess him 5 
The last, the lowest in thy thoughts-^* 

Edw. indeed I 
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Mat. To sum up my affliaions in a word, 
»Tis Edgar Atheling. 

Edw. Heavens grace forbid it I 
Have they discover'd him ? 

Mai. Who! what's discovered ? 

Edw. Perish the medling politic contriver, 
Who set this mischief going!— Oh, if Edgar— 

Mat. Who talks, who thinks of Edgar } Thou 'rt 
possest. 

Edw. Who can be patient and yet hear such things } 
The king commands ! what then ? will he command 
The soul and its affedlions ? Dearest lady, 
Your father though he be, is he so great 
As to give law to nature ? 

Mat. I am fixt : 
Therefore be patient ? had he ask'd my life, 
I would obey and grant it ; but my heart 
That is another's— I cannot bestow 
What I do not possess. 

Edw, Then you 'II not wed— 

Mat To Edgar never, be assur'd of that. 

Edw. Oh 'tis a deed will chronicle your name 
In fame's eternal records 5 you disdain 
To make a lying contradl with your lips 
And swerve with your afFedlions ; you are fixt ; 
You love another 2 oh, may he you love- 
Kneeling I make it my most ardent prayer 
Be your reward and glory ; live for you. 
And you alone 5 and may you meet delights, 
Pure as your virtue, lasting as your truth I 
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Mat. Kind Athelina, thanks: bear with ihy weak- 
ness, 
And let me fell thee all my love*s fond story 
From the first hour I met him ; the bright 6U0^ 
Smote on his helm, which shot a fiery gleam^ 
That dazzled all the plain ; before his troop» 
ArmM at all points, upon a snow-white steed 
Graceful he rode ; invention never yok'd 
A fairer courser to Apollo's car, 
When with the zephyrs and the rosy hours 
Through heaven's bright portal he ascends the east. 
And on his beamy forehead brings the morn.' 

Edw, A snow- white steed 1 New terrors strUce. my 
soul. .[Aside* 

Mat. At sight of me he stopt, and from his steed 
Aflive and feathery-light he leapt to earth. 

Edw, Give me your pardon ; serves he in this caxQp? 

Mat, Yes, but report prevails, he left the camp 
Last night o' th' sudden ; and this morn, 'lis said. 
Being returned, in presence of the king. 
Some proud high-stomach*d lords did sharply urg(i 
And whet him to much ragej him and his friend . 
Earl Edwin. — 

Edw, Hah I 'tis he. [Aside^ 

Mat, Alas, what shakes you ! 
You start and tremble, and your up-cast eyes 
Cling to heaven's throne: know you the youth I 
speak of ? 

Edw, As yet you have not told his name* 
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Mat. fTisEdimind. 

Edw., I- had a friend and Edmund was his name. 
But now that name '« no more 1 
• Mat, You had a friend — 
I knew it, Athelirta ; yes I saw, 
I saw your sorrows and I lov'd you for them ; 
Your friend is now no more — Alas I To-morrow 
May lay my Edmund low as your's ; but I, 
I shall not live, as thou hast livM, to fell it. 
Oh, were he Edgar, had he Edgar's birrfi. 
My young, unknown, -.untitled, blooming rustic, 
Did his blood flow — but what of that ? My fdtiier 
Reigns though a subjed born, and so shall Edmund, 
If virtue hath an interest in heaven ; 
And England's throne out-stands to-morrow's storm. 

Edw, Indeed! 

Mat. No power can stir me. 

Edw. What if Edmund, 
What if the youth you love perchance hath made 
Some humbler fair his choice*^ 

Mat, Perish the thought. 
It brings distraction with it : I command you 
Not to suppose he can prefer another; 
I took you for my comforter, and lo 
You fix a Scorpion to my breast. 

Edm, A scorpion I 
I pray you be not angry ; I would kneel 
And beg a blessing for you ; but, alas I 
Leaden affiiClion lies so heavy on me^ 
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Imagination cannot stretch a wing 
To raise me from the dust. 

Mat. Nay, now you melt me ; 
Pr'ythee go in, good maid, I am right sorry 
I spake so harshly to you : do not weep, 
For my sake do not — ytt 'tis ever thus. 
When the fond thought of some departed friend 
Bursts unawares from memory's gushing font. 
And in a flood of sorrows 'whelms the soul. 

[ExeunU 



ACT IV. SCENE 1. 

Enter Edwin and Walthbof. 

JEdmtt. 

Lord Waltheof, if thou has not yet disclos'd 
The royal youth, forbear, 1 do revoke 
The word I gave thee,— 

Wai. Why, on what pretence ? 

Ed, Edgar conmiands it ; he disclaims ambition 
And will not wed Matilda. 

Wai. Will not wed I— 
Edgar, the most forlorn, lost thing on earth. 
Not wed Matilda I Strengthen my belief. 
Some wonder working power I It cannot be, 

£d. By Heaven that knows my he^t, IhaVc assail'd 
him . -;- '•''•■■ • 



M IV. THE BATTLB OF HASTIICGS* 4f 

With words, tears, menaces, entreaties, prayers; 
But all, all fruitless : he is fiKU 

Wat, For shame I 
Some little grov'ling passion lurks about him. 
Some vulgar village tvench, whose ruddy health 
And rustic manners fit his narrow soul, 
And kindle something he mistakes for love. 

Ed, Restrain yourself, my lord, your rage trans, 
ports you. 
And yet to show 1 scorn a mean disguise, 
I own, in bitterness of soul I own it, 
Your charge in part is true ; there is a maid, 
But not of low degree, whom Edgar loves. 
Fatally loves, but not of rustic manners, 
Or name ignoble. 

WaL Whosoe'er she be. 
Evil betide her beauty I she hath poisonM 
The dearest hopes of a most blessed creature ; 
Accursed as she is, she hath undone 
The happiness of one, with whom compar*d 
She were an aethiop. 

Ed, Peace, unholy railer. 
You know not whom you curse — she is my sister. 

IVal. Thy sister I Ah, is this well done, my lord ? 
Thus am I us*d } thus like your basest lacquey, 
Call'd and recall'd and fooPd at pleasure ? death I 
I stand for Harold; him I serve; if Edgar 
Fondly prefers thy sister to the crown 
Of England and Matilda, be k so; 
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Let Edgar so declare it to] the king, 
I shall fulfil my promise. 

Ed. How, betrayer I 
You pass no more this way but through my guard. 
You stand for Harold, and for justice I, 

\Prawi his sword. 
For suffering innocence, for truth and Edgar. 

fVaL No more ; put up your sword s the king ad- 
vances 
Thus to be foimd were death to both. {£xtir« 

Ed, Away I 
It is my cause that conquers, not my sword. [jExii^ 

Enter YikKOi^D^ followed by Edgar. 

Har. Now if indeed thou art that loving friend 
Of Edgar Atheling, which fame reports thee, 
Lend me thy patient ear. Thou 'rt not to learn. 
How, when his grandsire good king Edmund died. 
Our English nobles put him from his right : 
And me a subjeft born, earl Goodwyn's son, 
Caird to the vacant thfone ; so callM, of force 
Obey'd I them, and by a king's best title, 
My subjects free eleftion, took the crown. 

Edg, And took you peace withal and fair content 
And conscious re6litude ? You took the crown I 
So would not I, though it had brought dominion 
Wide as the world. Have you sweet sleep at nights \ 
Do no ill-omen'd visions haunt your couch; 
A lid smile the eyelids of the morn upon you, 
When you salute the light I 
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Har. Urge me no further: 
1 see thou 'rt noble, and that manly plainness, 
'Which some would shrink from, knits me closer to 

thee : 
Nay I will own thou hast call'd up a thought, 
"Which like unweildy armour weighs me down. 
I do perceive shame and remorse are handmaids, 
That wait on guilt as darkness on the night. 

Edg, Methinks there needs no oracle for this ; 
To tell me man is cruel, false, ambitious, 
Full of gross appetency and unjust, 
Is to say man is man — a general truth, 
To which your meanest centinel shall witness 
As amply as myself: call in your camp, 
Our conference needs no privacy ; you say 
Heaven goads the guilty breast, and well you say. 
For goad it shall, or heaven must not be heaven. 

Hat, Give me thy patience : what thou yet hast 
heard. 
Think but the prelude to more weighty matter. 
I have a daughter — need I call her fair, 
Virtuous and full of grace ? — my realm's sole heiress. 
Her, in respedl of his descended right, 
Though fortune-wreck'd and bankrupt ev'n in hope, 
Edgar shall wed. 

Edg. Shall wed ? 

Har, Hah I dost thou pause \ 

Edg. No, if afFeftion moves at thy command, 
And love must follow where ambition points, 
fdgar shall wed Matilda. 
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Har. This to me ? 

E4g> But if loTe owns no bw but of tlie heart; 
And if perchance some humbler maid hath drawa 
Such Yows from Edgar's lips, as honour frames 
And fond believing innocence admits 



Har. What then } 

Edg. Not upon the peopled earth, 
Noy nor above the clouds resides that powert 
Can wrench the consdous witness from his hearty 
And say to Edgar he shall wed Matilda. 

Harm What, shall a needy outlaw talk of love ^ 
A beggar plead afieftions and r^e^ 
Her, to whom Europe's kings have knelt in vain ) 

E4g. Yes, for since beggars have aspir'd to crowns^ 
Kings have declin'd to beggars. 

Har. Hence, audacious, 
Nor feign for Edgar ; what were Edgar present 
And known, he dare not for his life avow. 

Edg, Know then 'tis Edgar speaks, 'tis Athellng 
Rejefls you ofTer'd terms; which scorn reje% them^ 

Ifar. Thou Edgar! 

Edg. I am Edgar. 

Har. Guards 1 — arrest him. IGusris adv€>KC* 

Yet stay ; a moment's pause : let me be calm; 
Colledl thy scattered thoughts ; we yet are friends* 

Edg. No, when I league with guilt and yield to fkar 
What honour should withhold, heav*n shall meet Mlp 
Things the most fierce and opposite in nature 
Shall start from their extremes and band together. 
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Ply to thy guards, defenceless and embay'd| 
^With only truth and justice on my side, 
Both naked, both unartn'd, I do defy thee, 

U&T, Dost thou^defy me ? take back thy defiance^ 
With death to better it. _ 

\(jivci a signal for t&e guards, to arrtsthm. 

Enter Matilda hastily. 

Mat. Health to my father I 
Why dart thine eyes such angry, lightnings forth ? 
Why stand these guards like hounds upon the slip \ 
Is this their vi6llm ? ah 1 can he offend } 
Never look'd guilt Kke him ; he errs perhaps 
And vi'iXh too bold a speech affronts the ear 
Of majesty 1 a stranger is not bound 
To all a subject's forms ; let me prevail ; 
Send him aside and hear thy daughter speak. 

Har. My daughter shall be heard ; is there a thing 
I ever yet denied thee } Lead him off, 
And wait our pleasure. — Hah ! that look hath lan- 
guage. 
[The Guard leads ofEd^r : Matilda looks tender fy 
at Asm.] 
Matilda, know*st thou him thou dost survey 
With such fond scrutiny ? , 

Mat. You bade me know him. 
Protect and cherish ; by his youthful graces 
Conquer'd yourself, you turn'd them upon me : 
And now what cause, alas ! provokes this change ? 

Har* Thou art the cause ; 'tis for thy sake he dies, 
£iij 
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Mat. Die for my sake I Not if kis death coidd add 
Myriads of years to my extended life. 
And every year bring myriads of delights. 

Har, These are impassion'd words 2 alas, my child. 
If thou dost love this youth — 

Mat, Thou wilt destroy him ; 
It is the savage policy of kings. 

Har. Thou lov'st him then — confess. 

Mat, To desperation — to death. 

Har, Then Heaven cannot afflifl thee deeper. 

Mat. I knowity but your daughter, sir, can die: 
I speak for nature; mine is not a heart, 
That can transfer affe^on ; tear him hence. 
You tear life too, there is no room for Edgar. 

Har, Say*st thou for Edgar \ He, that youth is 
Edgar. 

Mat, [Har. catches ker, as skt is fallings im Ais arms. 
After a pause she proceeds. ] 

Savb me, support me : O my much -loved fathery 
If he, that youth be Edgar, wouldst thou kill 
Him that shall be my husband. 

Har. What but killing 
Merits that monster, who rejedls Matilda ? 

Mat. Rejedls Matilda 1 Am I then reje£bed ( 
Oh that some friend had plunged a dagger here. 
Ere I had met this moment I 

Har. Nay, be patient. 

Mat, Let me behold him and I will be patient. 
Was thine ear fearful ? Did no wrongs provoke him 1 ( 
I found thee high in wrath, he too was angry^ 
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He was, he was; and spake he knew not what. 

Har. Grant Heav'n he did I I am no practised suitor^ 
And undeserved niisfbrkune makes men proud. 
Hoa, guards !— produce the youth you have in charge* 
May he who arm'd thine eyes, inspire thy lips I 
See where he comes— \E9tk Ban 

Enter Edgar, guarded. 

Mat. Prince, (so I now must call you) 
If, while it pleas'd you to assume the name 
And simple stile of a plain Scottish knight, 
Friendship for Edmund causM me to omit 
What Edgar's high pretensions might have claimed, 
I shall expefl your pardon. 

£dg. Take my thanks, 
For they are much thy due. 

Mat. Nay I am told 
You are too proud to be Matilda's debtor. 
Crowns, by her hand presented, you rcjcfl 
And scorn the ciKumber'd boon : vindictive Edgar, 
Is it your sport to steal away our hearts. 
Like heathen Jove, beneath a borrow'd form. 
Then re> assume the god, ascend your skies. 
And leave the slighted maid to die with weeping \ 

Edg, What shall T say } that I disclaim ambition f 
That long estranged and exilM from my realm. 
My heart forgets its home and draws no sighs» 
Which point to England and my native right \ 
Or with an eye of cold philosophy 
Shall I affe^ to view that radiant form, 

2 
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And not confess its channs 7 I feel their power, 
3ut cannot give that heaft whkh.is another's. 

Mat. Another's I where, in what proud realm is 
found 
She, from whose sight diminished rivals shrink. 
And leave the choice of all mankind to her i 

£dg. In rural silence dwells the maid I love. 
With her in some lone corner of your isle. 
Far from ambition's^walk,. let me ceside. 
Nor shake the quiet of Matilda's souL 

Mat. Sure of all forms, which cruelty assumes. 
Humility can most insult mankind : 
Away t nor cheat me with these fairy scenes i 
There is no beauty in our isle for Edgar, 
No soft sequester'd maid, no truth, no love, .. 
Save what this fond rejedted heart contains. 

Edg. Thus urgM, 'twere meanness to withhold tlie 
truth : 
In Hackley's shades a Sylvan goddess holds 
Her lonely haunts ; Edwiiia is her name i 
Earl Edwin's sister— 

Mat. Take her, and be still 
That abjeft thing thou art ; take Edwin's sister, 
A subjc6l beauty fits a subjeft's choice. 
Oo to my father, tell him thou hast pierc'd 
His daughter's heart, and give him stab for stab ; 
Away, away I thou hast thy full revenge. 

Edg. Revenge 1 my heart disclaims it : O Matilda! 

My prayers— I can no more — farewel for ever I [Exit, 

lAs Edgar is parting from Matilda, Edwina enters. 
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Edw. 'Tis Edgar !— Hah! he parts and sees rac not. 

Mat. Stay, Athelina, ti>rn, beloved maid. 
Turn from that monster thine abhorrent eyes ; 
Approach and save me I 

Edw. What afflias Matilda \ 

Mat, And is there need of words \ break, break^ 
my heart 1 
Open thou prison-house of the soul, dissolve 
And give a wretched captive it's release ! 

Edm. Be calm. 

Mat. As death. Why look'd you on that youth \ 

Edw. I loOk*d not on his face. 

Mat, /Vnd if thou had'st, 
If thou had'st look'd, thou wouldst have lov'd like me, 
And~ilke roe been a wretch 1 

Edw, Alas, I pity thee. 

Mat. Tlien thou hast lov'd, for love will teach thee 
pity. 
Could'st thou believe it, he, (O, heaven!) that Ed- 

mund, 
Whose very name*s a lye ; that Edgar Atheling 
For Edwin's sister slights, rcjefts Matilda ; 
A piinccss for a clown ; me for Edwina t 
Strike her smooth form all o'er with lep'rous blanes, 
Ve sprites, which magic incantations charm! 
Shake her with pahied ugliness, ye demons, 
And so present her to her lover's arms 
To kill him with the touch.— O Athelina, 
If thou dost love md Join and aid the curse t 

Edw. Shall I curse her, who never hath offended I 
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Mat. Turn' then on him thy deepest, direst curse ; 
Call up the damnM, and darken heaven with spells. 

Edta. Mercy forbid I 

Mat, No mercy, but revtnge : 
Give me revenge. He dies. 

Edw. Ah take my life ^ 
Lo, at thy feet a wretched virgin kneels 
And prays for mercy. 

Mat, Hence I you'll anger me. 

Edw. I would I could : turn thy revenge on me; 
But spare my Edgar's hfe. 

Mat. Thy Edgar say'st thou ? 
Who and what art thou ? Speak. 
. Edw. I am Edwina. 

Mat, What do I hear ? thou art— 

Edw, I am Edwina : 
Here is that bosom thou would'st plant with sores 
And spotted leprosy, that fatal form. 
Which thou would'st rouse the demons up from hell. 
To strike with palsied ugliness ; behold I— 
I am the wretch whom thou didst call to aid 
Thy curse on Edgar ; mark how I will curse him. 

O all ye saints and angels, every spirit [Kmelingm 
Who wing'st this nether air with pinions dipt 
In heaven's ctherial dew, make him your care. 
And, gathering o'er his head your plumed band. 
From a celestial canopy above him 
To fence off this destroyer 1 

Mat, Peace, deceiver: 
Thy prayers ai*e vainj he dies this moment.— [Govig* 
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Tho* not in pity, yet in honour hear rtie : 
I ask no mercy; prayers indeed are vain; 
Edwina pleads not ev'n Edgar's life : 
For if when I, the fatal cause of ally 
Lie at thy feet a bloody breathless corse, 
Thy rage should still demand his guiltless life, ' 
Who shall oppose it ? All that I shall do. 
All that I can, is thus — to die fpr Edgar, 

[Offers to kill herself^ but is prevented hy Matilda^ 

Mai. Stop thy rash hand ; thou shalt not die. ' Tfai$ 
courage 
Dazzles my rage \ I stiffen with surprise; 
Thy presence, like the fascinating eye 
Of the fixt basilisk, takes motion from mc 
And roots mc in the earth- 

Ldw. What shall I say ? 
I ov«^n thee wretched and myself the cause : 
But do not let remorseless fury rend 
The god from out thine heart, which nature's hand 
Set u|>, as in a shrine of human kindness. 
That misery like mine might find a shelter. 

Mat. No more ; I once had pity ; the poor bird. 
Which kills herself to feed her gaping brood, 
Was not more pitiful ; but it is past ; 
The wolf hath slain the lamb 9 bloody revenge 
Hath thrust out all remorse— I mu$t have vengeance* 

^dw* Take it; *tis in thine hand— —Take full re- 
venge : 
Thou hast a dagger, strike to Edgar's heart; 
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Lay his lov'd form a breathless corse before thee. 
And sate thy thirst for vengeance.-— Hah I 'tis past- 
Heaven opens in thine eyes. 

Mat* 'Tis in mine hearlk: 
I feel its breath, like dew, descend upon me ; 
Amidst the whirl of passion mercy sits, 
And whispers patience in a voice so charming. 
To hear is to obey~Thy Edgar lives. 

Edw, Lives he} May angels waft the word to 
heaven, 
And bring a blessing thence I 

Mat» Stay not to thank me. 
Bear from my sight that too- engaging form : 
Leave me to my afflidlions, they Ml stay with me. 
And be my close companions Fare thee well ! 

Edw. Farewell, thou suffering virtue 1 Oh, re* 
member. 
Remember Edgar [Exit Edw. 

Mat. Whither was I sinking 
When this bright deed rcstor'd me I So the wretch 
With felon steps, on murderous att intent. 
Steals on the sleeping night ; when if at once 
LaunchM from sulphureous clouds the voUied fires 
Qjiick-glancing burst upon his ruffian head 
With dazzling bright suffusion, horror-sciz'd. 
Trembling, aghast he starts, lets fall the knife 
Ev*n at the viftim's throat and flics— as I do. 

Exit. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 

Harold 2i discovered in hxs Tent before break of Day i 
the Guards in various jittitudes resting on their jirms: 
he rises Jrom his Couch and advances^ 

Harold, c 

When will this night have end ? Arise, break forth | 
I 'm weary of invoking thee, O sun I \ 
Lo, in yon rcd'ning cloud I sec thee mount j 
Not as thou 'rt wont with odour-breathing gales. 
Serene and marshallM by the dancing hours 
Up to the laughing east ; but warrior-like 
With rattling quiver and loud stormy march 
And bloody ensigns by the furies rear'd 
Aloft and floating in the flecker'd sky : 
So shall the day be suited to it's deeds. [A Trumpet i 
Stand to your arms there, soldiers 1 Up, awake I 

[The Guards rise» 

Enter Earl of Mercia. 
Mer. Hail to my king and brother I on my knee 
I beg a boon. 

Har* What is it, gallant Mercia? 
Mer, The leading of the Kentishmen. 
Har, 'Tis thine: 
Draw the firm phalanx forth j 'tis thine to guide 
The thunder of the war : there be thy post. 
Farewell I The word is viftory or death. [ExitMtr. 
[He speaks to one of the Guard* 
F 
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Come hither, soldier I haste thou to Lord Reginald, 
Bid him to plant his bowmen in the copse. 
Which flanks the Norman camp 5 he knows the place; 
Thence as our foes advance with level front 
And regulated files, he may perplex ' 
And gall their battle. — Take this ensign, soldier, 
In Standford's fight I saw thee bravely win it, 
Pefend it now as bravely. 
SoL With my life. [Exit Soldier. 

Enter WaltheoF. 

Wal, Health and a happy morn to England's king I 
Would Heav'n, that all our warriors like their chief 
Had thus outstript the sun I 

Hat. Where is the promise, 
With which so high you fed my pamper'd hope \ 
Edgar rejefls my suit : no power can move him. 

WaL Alas, you are too mild. 

Har, He 's deaf to reason. 

WaL Be deaf to him, O Heaven, when he does kneel 
And cry for mercy ! Put your terrors forth, 
My life upon 't he yields. 

Har, Set him before us. [Exit Wal. 

Enter Edgar, guarded. 

Edg. Your messenger conven'd me to your tent ; 
Lo, I expeft your pleasure. 

Har, Mark me then. 
While to thy free eledlion I hold up 
Two different mirrors : in the one you see 
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The fair presentment of a kingly crown, 
Where love and beauty weave the nuptial knot. 
That binds it to thy brow ; in plainer terms. 
My daughter and my empire wait thy choice. 

Edg. I have a vow noted in Heaven's own volume^ 
Where saints have witnessed it. 

Har* Oh seize the moment t 
If you espouse my daughter I go forth 
To certain conquest : from my soul I think 
That England's fate now hangs on thy resolve* 
Heal then the breaches of the land, my son. 
And make us all one heart. Come then, ye nations. 
And shroud old Ocean with your hostile sails ; 
By her own sons defended and belov'd, 
England shall stand unshaken and secure. 
And only fall, when time itself expires. 

Edg, Bid me go forth ; cohdu6t me to the charge : 
Plant me upon the last, forlornest hope. 
Where the fight burns, where the mad furies toss 
Their flaming torches, and wide -wasting death 
Up to the ribs in blood, with giant stroke 
Widows the nations : thither let me go 
To fight, to fall ; but never dare to hope 
Tho* you 'd a Seraph's eloquence to tempt, 
A Seraph's truth to vouch for your predidion^ 
That I would yield my bosom to disgrace. 
Cancel the vpw which I have given £dwina» 
And save my count]:y at my soul's expencQ^ 

Har. Then know, obdurate- ■ ■ - 

Fa 
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Edg. What? 

Har» My country calls ; [TriMpets sound a ckargr. 
'Tis her last awful invocation ; hark I 
The altar bums ; a royal lady waits. 
And this her bridal dower : receive it, prince ; 

^He tmders tkt Crowm to Edgar* 
What can a king give more } What has a father 
More dear to ofkr than his only child } 

Edg, Forbear; 'tis mockery when the soul is fixt. 

Har, Then thou art lost Oh yet prcaenre thy 

country! 

E4g' My honour and my oath— — 

Har. Thy life--— 

Edg. My love. 

Har, Die »hent What boat my guards. Strike 
off* his head. 

Matilda enters hastily and interposes ktrself bettoeem 
Edgar and the Guards^ as they are advancing to seiz$ 
kim» 

Mat. Strike off his head I By Him who made the 
heavens, 
Whose great primaeval interdiftion cries 
Thro' all creation's round *thou shalt not kill,* 
I do adjure you stop ! \GuardsfaU back* 

Har, What phrensy moves thee f 
Mat, Or Spare him, or expeft to see me fall 
And dash my desperate brains. Upon my knees^ • 
Father, I do beseech thiee, grant him life. 
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J?3«/«r Northumberland, Si FFRiCjflnioM^rQjV^. 
North. To horse, ^read sir ; brace on your beaver 
strait. 
Caparison with speed, and meet the sun, 
Who thron'd and beaming on the upland edge. 
Stands in his fiery wane with glowing wheels 
And panting coursers to behold a scene^ 
Worth his diurnal round. 

Har. Warriors, lead on ! 
Tho* hell assumes her thousand hideous shapes. 
Phantoms and fiends and fierce anatomies 
To shake me from my course; tho* Duncan cross mcj^ 
With auguries and spells, tho' this proud youth 
Bid shap vexation with its wolfish fangs 
Harrow my heart, in me is no delay. 
For thee, my child, whose intercession turns 
Yet once again from this devoted head 
The uplifted hand of death, take, since thou wik. 
The thankless life, thou mak*st so much thy care ; 
And now farewel I [Embracing Matilda. 

Mau The god of battle guide thee 1 
I will not shame thee with a tear : farewel I 

Har. Come forth, bright sword; hence, nature, 
from my heart : 
Now take me, England; I am all thine own. 

[Exit wit A his Train* 

Mat. Go, ye brave English ; go, as ye are wont, 
To glorious conquest t Oh remember, friends. 
Ye strike for us, for freedom, for your country. 
Fiij 
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Angels of viftory surround .your host 

And fight upon your sidel Transporting sounds I 

[A distant s&out. 
With joyful shoutings they salute their king. 
And strike thdr shields in token of applause. 
Edgar I [Turning Jr(m tk^ side scene to Edgar. 

Edg. Matilda 1 Arm me with a sword ; 
Or, like the Decii, self-devoted thus 
I »11 rush npon the foe. 

Mat. Yet ere the shock 
Of battle severs us perchance for ever, 
Resolve me, had it been my lot to meet thee. 
With free a^fe^ions and a vacant heart, 
Could'st thou have deignM to cast away a thought 
On lost Matilda? Ah, could'st thou have lov'd her^ 

Edg. Born to each grace, with every virtue blest I 
How can Matilda ask of Edgar this } 
Sure I were lost to every manly feelings 
If honour'd thus, I should forbear to hold, 
Whilst memory lives, thy image present here. 
And cherish it with gratitude, with love I 

Mat, It is enough : Hear, angels, and record it I 
Now take this sword j if in yon bleeding ranks 
You meet the king, or fainting with his wounds. 
Or press'd with numbers, think he had a daughter^ 
And save her father, as she rescued thee, 

[Matilda is going* 

Edg. Ev'n to the teeth of death I will obey thee. 
Yet stay I one word— 'Tis to exaft from virtue 
More then frail nature warrants j yet thy soul . 
Is large ? Oh say, wilt thou protcdt Edwina ? 
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Mat. Whilst I have life* . 

Edg. Then thou art truly great* 

Mat. What I knaw'st thou not Edwina is my guest ? 

Edg, Edwina here 1 thy guest I 

Mat. One tent contains us : 
Beneath a borrowed name (oh kt »he truth 
Henceforth be sacred )) she besought prote^lion; 
I took her, laid her nearest to my heart. 
And fed her with its best, its dearesi hope s 
But hark I the battle joins— Farewel for ever ! [£«/. 

[A general Charge. 

Rdg. live, live and save Edwina 1 Hark, they shout t 
There 's vi6lory in the sound. O day and night I 
They stop, they turn. Behold, the Normans fly; 
I see bright glory flaming in the van ; 
Tiptoe she stands in skiey-tinfhir'd stile, 
Her head high- rear*d and pointing to the skies, 
With pinions bent for flight : Stay, godlike vision. 
And let me fly to snatch Edwina I 

Enter Edwina. 

[As he is hastening out Edwina meets him."] 

Edw. Edgar 1 
And do we live to meet ? Oh, snatch the moment, 
And save thyself and me! Whence this impatience i 
Why that disordered rolling of thine eye } 
What ails thee. Prince } 

£dg. And can'st thou ask ? — Behold I 

Edw. O horrible I a scenp of death - ■ 

/dg. Of glory 1 
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I look'd but now, and saw a storm Cf blood, 

A raging ocean scatter'd o'er with wrecks : 

FirM at the sight I snatchM a javelin up 

Some warrior's haste had dropt^-the feeble weapoa 

Fell from my woman's hand : Again I look'd. 

No English banner floated in the air. 

Save where my father fought ; revolting nature 

Shrunk from the scene, and soon a scalding flood 

Of tears burst forth that quench'd these orbs of sight* 

Edw. Where shall I turn ? 

Mat. To death. 

Edw, Dreadful resort I 
. Mat. And yet when hope, our last kind nursing 

friend. 
Forsakes her patient's couch, and dark despair 
Puts out that light, which like a nightly beacon 
Points to the harbour, where the foundering bark 
Of misery may steer. Ah, whether then 
Shall life's benighted passenger resort, 
But to oblivion and th' alKcovering grave ? 

Edw» Why then, when death hadarm'd my uplifted 
hand. 
Didst thou prevent (he blow and bid me live ? 

Mat. Live but till Edgar falls, then rear the blow, 
I '11 not prevent it— Hah I what bleeding man I 

Enter Northumberland supported by Soldiers. 

North. A little onward yet— Enough, enough I 
Good fellow, hold thy kerchief ^o my side. 
Run one of you and brin^ me speedy word^ 
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^^hat troops those are, which wilfully maintain 
A dying kind of combat ; if there 's hope 
^ake signsd with your hand and shout-— staunch^ 
! staunch my wound— 

My curse upon that Norman boar Fitz Hugh ; 
His tusk has ript my heart-strings ; yet I cleft him, 
Did I not, soldiers ?— Soft, for mercy's sake. 
Jesu Maria, what a pang was that 1 
Look out; nosignof hope? — None, none; all's lost— 
Hence, stand off, \Ht smites his breast with anguish and 

breaks from the soldiers* 
. Wide as the grave I rend this bleeding breach. 

[He tears open his wound* 
\ Fall England! fall Northumberland! — 'Tispast. 

[He Jails into his soldiers arms and expires. 
Mat, Farewell, stout heart ! how better thus to fall 
y death hewn down, than to outlive the leaf, 
And drop a sapless ruin ! let me view thee : 
\Ts death no more than this ? Why thou, Edwina, 
Or 1, or any one may do as much. 
Life, like a worn out garmant, is cast ofF 
And th^e 's an end : I thank thee for the lesson, 
'Twill stand me much in use — bear him away. 

[The soldiers take off the body. 

Enter Edgar, Edwin, and Soldiers, 
He lives, he comes ! hence to the winds, my fears 5 
Shere 's blood upon thy scarf. 

Edg, Then it was struck 
From Norman veins. 

I 



72 TRK BATTLB OF HASTINGS. Mf 

Mat, Where is my father} 

Edg. Hal Edwin 1 

Ed. My lord. 

Edg, The foe suspends pursuit. 
And calls his conquering legions back from slaughtd 
Run, Edwin, run and take this ensign with thee ; 
Here on the craggy summit of the clifF 
Wave it aloft, and call the stragglers- up 
To form upoa the heights ; these still are ours* 

[Exit Ed 

Mat. Where is my father } Where are all theheroefj 
Whom I have seen return triumpliant home. 
With victory eagle- wing'd upon their helm ? 

£4$r* AH lost, with thousands upon thousands suni 
And 8wallow*d up in death ? 

Mat. Death, say'st thou f 

Edg. Hearken 1 
The hireling troops had fled ; one native phalanx 
Fatally brave yet stood ; there deep engulph'd 
Within the Norman host I found thy father. 
Mounted like Mars upon a pile of slain : 
Frowning he fought, and wore hi^iJielmet up, 
His batter'd harness at each ghast^ sluice 
Streaming with blood ; life gush'd at every vein ^ 
Yet liv'd he, as in proud despight of nature, 
His mighty soul unwilling to forsake 
It's princely dwelling; swift as thought I flew; 
And as a sturdy churl his pole-axe aim'd 
Full at the hero's crest, I sprung upon him 
And sheath'd my rapier in the catifiT's throat 



i 
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MaU Didst thou ?^th^. thou art faithful. Open 
wide 
And shower your blessings oh his head , ye heavens I 
; Edg, A while the fainting hero we upheld ; 
1 (For Edwin now had join'd me) but as well 
We might have driven the mountain cataraft 
Back to it's source, as stemm'd the battle's tide, 
I saw the imperial Duke, and with loud insults i 

Provok'd him to the combat, but in vain ; 
'■ The pursey braggart now secure of conquest 
^^ Rein'd in his steed, and wing'd his squadron round 
To cut us from retreat ; cold death had stopt 
Thy father's heart, e'en hope itself had died : 
jg *Midst showers of darts we bore him from the field. 
And now, supported on his soldiers pikes, 
The venerable ruin comes. Behold 1 

ITAe body ^Harold is brought in* 
Mai. Soldiers, for this last mournful office thanks I 
Bear him within the tent, upon the couch 
Xay ye the body^ spread his mantle o'er him. 
And all depart : For this I thank you. Nature, 
That when you sent calamity on earth, 
And bade it walk o'er all this vale of tears. 
You sent deliv'rance also, and with death. 
As with a land-mark, bounded its domain, 
' And open'd an asylum in the grave. 

\Thi body is carried into the tent, MdiiMzfoUows* 
I Ediu, Lol where she follows her dead father's body > 
%he hath a soul that will not bend to grief 
And disappointment. 

G 
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Edg, Haste, beloved maidy 
And force her from the body— \^Exit Edw. 

Enter Siffric. 

Sif. And dost thou live, brave youth ; dost thou 
survive 
Those miracles of valour which I saw. 
And blushing saw ? for oh, too sure I wrong'd thee ; 
Give me thy pardon ; thou hast more than conquered. 

Edg. Siffric, enough! It is not now a time 
For English hands to strike at English hearts, 
Else — but 'tis past — Where 's old Northumberland? 
Where valiant Mercia ? Ah 1 is 't so with both ? 

[Siffric makes signal of their death. 

Re-enter Edwin with Soldiers. 

Welcome, brave Edwin I thou bring'st hope for 
England. 

Enter EowuxA/rom the Tent. 

Edw, Horror on hororl when will death have end? 
Some fiery dog-star reigns and deadly madness 
Strides all below the moon. Scarce had they set 
Their mournful burden down, when following quick 
She rush*d into the tent, and raising up 
Her father's mantle, statch'd one eager look j 
Then with uplifted eyes and heaving sighs. 
Seizing his sword with strong determinM grasp 
Piung'd it into her breast. Behold, she comot I 
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Enter Matilda supported. 

Nat. 'TisdoncI the faithful point hath reachM my 
life, 
And spoke it's errand fairly : Now, my soul. 
Now speed thy wings, and fly. 
£dw, O killing sight ! 
Edg. O deed of horror I 
Mat. Hush,^ no more of that. 
Think'st thou'the Almighty's mercy shall not reach 
To take affliilion in \ look well at me ; 
Of friends, crown, country, kindsmen father 'reft, 
ILove lorn, of reason more than half beguil'd. 
Heart-broke and struck from out the book of hope. 
What could I do but die \ 

Edg. Heaven's joys receive thee ! 
Mat. Amen! the voice is Edgar's, but my eyes 
Grow dim, alas, 'tis hard I cannot see thee : 
Give me the crown; quick, reach it to my hand. 

[ They bring the crown and present it to Matilda, 
Ay, now I have it, shorn of pow'r indeed. 
But light'ned of its cares ; Edgar, o'er thee 
This radient circle like a cloud may pass, 
But thy posterity to latest times 
Shall bind it on their brow. Receive it, prince. 
And noble as thou art, Oh, spare the dead 
, Nor stir my father's ashes with thy curse ! 
! [Edgar receives the Crown* 

Edg. Peace to his shade, so Heaven my sins forgive 

As I thy father. 

Gij 
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Mat, 'Tis enough: farewell I 
Life's storm is past ; wave after wave subsides. 
The turbid passions sink and all is peace.: 
Ambition, jealousy, nay love itself, 
Last ling'ring, drops into the grave and dies. 

[She sinks into the arms ofhtr AtUndauts and exfnreu 

Edg, There fled a mighty soul — Angels, receive it, 
And waft it to the mansions of the blest ! — 
And art thou mine ? ■ ■ [To tke Croom* 

Friends, soldiers-«-subje£ls now. 
Lord Edwin, Siifric, England's brave remaiASp 
I, Edgar Atheling, king Edmund's heir» 
Now take this mournful reltque of my right. 
If you are with me, warriors, strike your shields* 
Thanks, gallant countrymen 1 [^^ strikii 

Ed. Lo, on his knee 
Edwin salutes thee f king of England, hail 1 

Edg. Come to my heart, my friend, my more thaa 
father I [7>£dwin« 

Sif. SifFric, the convert of thy valour, kneels^ 
And every feculty bif head, heart, hand. 
To tliy free service dedicates. 

£dg. Arise I 
And take ('tis all your king C9n give) my thanks. 
And now, my fair betroth'd, reach forth thine haod, ] 
And touch this golden symbol, whilst I swear. 
Here standing in the awful eye of Heaven, 
To ^are it with Edwina. 

£dw. On my knee» 
I yield thee thanks, whilst before Heaven X sweaFj^; 
Tho' thou hadst nothing to bestow but chains 
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jnd beggary and want and torturing stripet 
Lnd dungeon darkness ; still thy poor Edwina 
*or thee alone shall live, with thee shall die. 
JSdg. Now, warriors, how resolve you } View that 
field; 
The Norman, like a Hon, swill'd with slaughter^ 
Sleeps o'er his bloody mess— our scatter*d troops 
;^lle£t and form around. 
Sif. We live in Edgar ; 
Bare the last hope of England and retreat. 

Edg. Retreat I shall English warriors hear that word 
A.nd from an English king I No, Siffric, never* 
Unfurl the Saxon standard I See, my lords, 
i*wicc taken in the fight and twice rccover»d, 
Th* hereditary glory lives with Edgar. 
[Beneath that banner godlike Alfred conquered t 
Beneath that banner, drench*d in Danish blood, 
Kiy grandsire Tron-sided Edmund fought; 
"W^rench'd from my infant grasp, a bold usurper 
Seiz'd it, possest it, died in it's defence t 
And shall I, in the tame respe6t of life. 
With close- furrd ensigns, trailing in the dust. 
Halt in the rear of fame } No, gallant English, 
Turn not, but as the galled panther turns. 
To lick his wounds, and with recruited fury 
Spring to the fight afresh t So turn ; so standi 
I And from this height, ennobled by your valour. 
Hurl bold defiance to the foe beneath. [Drums^ &c. 

Exeunt. 

Giij , 
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From ancient Tiespis to the present age 
Tke war id katk oft been temCd a public stage^ 
A thread-bare metaphor ^ which in its time 
Hath patched much prose and heeUpiec^d many a riimei 
£v*n the grave pulpit sometimes deigns to us^ 
The emphatic terms of the proscribed Muse^ 
Calls birth our entry ^ death our exit calls^ 
And at lifers close exclaims — the curtain falls | 
And so concludes upon the drama^s plan 
HuUjrettingf strutting^ short^hour aBor, man* 
Are we all aQors then f-r-yesy all from Adam^ 
And aSresses f-^l apprehend so^ madam* 
Some fill their cast with grace^ others with nonei 
Some are shou'd off the stage, and some shov*d on ; 
Some goody some body still we allaQ a porty 
Whilst we disguise the language of the heart ; j 

Natifre^s plain taste provides a simple treaty 
But arty the coohy steps in and niars the meat j 
The comic blade mahes ridicule his testy 
And on his tomb proclaims^4hat lifers ajesty 
The swaggering braggarty in true tragic casty^ 
Bellows blank verse and daggers to the last ; 
Whilst clubs of neutral petit-maitres boast 
4 hind of opera compat^ at mostj, 
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TVhose dress, air^ aBion, all is imitation^ 
A pooTy insipid^ serxnU, Prcnch translation j 
Whose tame dull scene glides uniform along^ 
In comi^-farci-^pastoral'^sing'^song'^ 
'Till allawahen'd by the rattling die. 
Club wits^ and make — a modem tragedy i 
^ tragedy alas ! good friends^ look rounds 
What have we left to tread but tragic ground t 
Four authors leagued to shake the human soul, 
Unsheath the dagger, and infuse the bowl. 
At length descending to the least, and last. 
We hope the terror of the time is past, 
Full sated now with battle, blood, and murder, 
England is conquer* d—f ate can reach no further, 
Bid then the weeping Pleiads dry their eyes. 
And turn to happier scenes and brighter skies* 




